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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The rapid demand for the Memoirs and Writ- 
ings of Miss Fanny Woodbury, having induced 
the Publishers to undertake the re-printing of them, 
they have availed themselves of every mean in their 
power to render this Edition worthy of general cir- 
culation. The Memoir has been carefully re-writ- 
ten, and considerable Additions made to it, from a 
minute examination of her interesting Journal and 
Correspondence ; by which, it is hoped, that her 
character has been placed, if not in a new, at 
least in a more attractive and impressive light. 
To this Edition there are likewise subjoined, An 
Essay on Christian Usefulness; An Address to 
Christians on the Importance of Time and Eter- 
nity ; and some Reflections on the Fascinating and 
Deceitful Pleasures of the World ; — all by Miss 
Woodbury, and till now unpublished. 

The expence thus incurred has not been inconsi- 
derable; but the improvements, as well as the enlarge- 
ment which the present Edition has received, will, 
it is trusted, be deemed a sufficient reason for the 
addition made to its price. The Publishers also 
flatter themselves, that while it may be useful to 
all who shall be pleased to give it a serious pe- 
rusal, it will be peculiarly acceptable to the young, 
whose best interests the truths which it contains are 
so highly fitted to promote. 

i 

&&6urgh, 1st Jan. 1818. 
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MEMOIR 

OF 

MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 



TO a truly Christian mind, -genuine piety in youth 
presents an object of peculiar and most attractive 
interest. The season of life in which it appears— 
the warmth of affection, and general cheerfulness 
*nd buoyancy of spirit, so characteristic of that sea- 
son, with which it is united,— the conviction, that 
the decided influence of religious principle alone 
could have formed and sustained it, amid the thou- 
sand alluring enticements to thoughtlessness and 
folly above which it has risen, — and the delightful 
anticipations of increasing excellence and distin- 
guished usefulness which it holds out, are circum- 
stances which combine in rendering it one of the 
most interesting subjects of contemplation that can 
be conceived. It is a tree in the garden of the Lord, 
planted by iris own hand, beheld in the spring, not 
only putting forth its buds of promise, but already 
loaded with healthful and fragrant blossoms, and 
bidding fair to produce abundance of delicious fruit 
in its season. 

And if this be true with respect to youthful piety 
in genera], in whomsoever its gromw^ 
witnessed, it is still more part\cu\at\^ n&V^w 
*pect to its manifestation in l\vos* x^yto^^ 

A 



from the rank which they hold in society, seem pe- 
culiarly fitted to adorn the doctrine of onr God and 
Saviour in a circle where frivolity and dissipation 
too often prevail. Yes ; it is pleasing indeed to 
see the affections rising to the things that are a- 
bove, in a station, and at a time of life in which 
the world, with its varied enchantments, so common* 
ly and so fatally enslaves them to its powers ; the 
passions controuled by christian principle, instead 
of being allowed to wanton in the indulgence of 
vain and unhallowed pleasures ; the will bent in 
submission to the authority and grace of the Son 
of God, instead of seeking its own gratification, by 
yielding to the power of unchristian maxims and 
manners; retirement courted,' that the Scriptures 
may be read, and solemn meditation on its truths 
engaged in ; and devout communion with heaven 
enjoyed and maintained by means of faith and 
prayer, instead of the scenes of vacant folly, or en- 
snaring amusement being sought after, and repair- 
ed to, in order that the impressions of serious god- 
liness may be kept at a distance, and the thought 
*f eternity excluded as much as possible from the 
mind : — This is a sight the most exhilerating and 
joyful to all who have themselves been made to feel 
the nothingness of the world, the value of salvation, 
and the momentous importance of preparation for 
eternity. Here the triumphs of the faith and hope 
•of the Gospel over the natural corruption of the 
heart, and the predominant passions of the world, 
are most impressively exhibited ; while, from the 
character that is so formed, as it advances to matu- 
r 'ty* gradually acquiring additional CQnAsteTic^ 
strength, much is expected, by m*aa*<& ^V3a 
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multitudes, in the sphere through which its influ- 
ence is likely to be diffused, may be attracted by 
its beauty, and assimilated to its worth. We look 
to it as resembling the tree of life itself, rising up 
in the paradise of God on earth, which shall " bear 
twelve manners of fruit, and whose leaves shall be 
forthe healing" of many diseased and perishing souls. 

How deep then must be the impression of regret 
and sorrow, occasioned by the unexpected, or appa- 
rently untimely death, of those whose early devot- 
edness to true religion is so interesting in itself, 
and calculated to excite such cheering expectations 
of progressive and extended usefulness ! When the 
Moom of health and strength thus fades at the wi- 
thering touch of disease and death ; when the ta- 
lents that were fitted to adorn and bless the more 
limited circle of domestic intercourse, or the wider 
range of public life, are removed for ever from the 
scenes of time; and especially when the career, 
whether of private or of public excellence, that had 
been pursued with ardour and success for a season* 
which every friend of godliness could have wished 
to be long, protracted, is prematurely cut short,—* 
even the heart that has in some measure learned 
submission to the divine will, is but too ready to 
murmur as well as to sigh. The interests of reli- . 
gion have in its apprehension sustained a loss which 
may not be easily repaired ; and the world suffers* ' 
while the church has reason to mourn. A tree has 
fallen to rise no more ; the fruit which it had already 
borne, and the still more plenteous crop which it 
seemed destined to produce, appear to Yvw* ft&rav 
along with it ; and nothing almost r*Ta&\A\tt&>ta* 
recollection of what k past, to ftdilto \5a& 
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ness of the disappointment which the anticipate* 
of the future has experienced. 

But in such circumstances is it not forgotten, that 
the event that is deplored, has been appointed by 
Him who does all things wisely and well? Is it 
not forgotten that the same sovereign and gracious 
husbandman, by whom the seed of the tree whose 
fall is lamented was originally sown, its roots wa- 
tered, its branches expanded, and its blossom and 
fruit cherished and matured in the wilderness of 
the world, has himself transplanted it into a richer 
soil, and a more genial clime, to flourish in his own 
presence for ever, unapproached by any blast again 
to nip its buds, or check its productiveness, and 
secured against the most distant possibility of being 
ever again stripped of its beauty or its fruits ? And 
is it not forgotten too, that the influence of youth* 
ful piety, after its possessor is numbered with the 
dead, instead of ceasing, or even being diminished, 
may be perpetuated and increased in those who sur- 
vive, on whom its impression may be sanctified, to 
produce the same habits of devout and holy, spirit, 
ual and beneficial living? It may thus send forth 
as from a lifeless stem, shoots that will spring up, 
and in due time also bear abundant fruit to the 
glory of God by Christ. 

In cases, in particular, similar to the one that is 
to form the subject of the following memoir, more 
extensive benefit may sometimes result from the 
death, than from the life of a youthful Christian. 
The published delineation of such a character, 
though the incidents that have to be recorded re- 
tpecting it 9 should be neither extremeVf uuTosrwi^ 
*fr jo themselves particularly xoterafiag* ss^e- 



cially when accompanied or followed by dotfuments 
which enable us to trace the secret principles in 
whieh that character originated, and by which it 
was sustained, may be the means of producing ef- 
fects, the amount of which it is impossible to esti- 
mate, and will not be completely ascertained or 
developed till the judgment of the great day*. It 
may be of everlasting advantage to multitudes, 
whom neitbe the conversation, the example, nor 
the epistolary correspondence of the individual 
while alive, could have ever reached: And thus, it 
may be infinitely better for the world that the un- 
sparing hand of death has, in such instances, been 
commissioned to smite, than if his stroke had been 
kept at a distance, till old age in the ordinary course 
of nature had given more timely warning of his 
approach. That this may, by the divine blessing, 
be the happy effect of the subsequent narrative and: 
writings, is the fervent and importunate prayer of 
the compiler and editor. 

Miss Fanny Woodbury, daughter of Mr Isaacs 
and Mrs Anne Woodbury, persons in respectable 
and affluent circumstances, at Hamilton, in the ' 
State of Massachusets, North Amerioa, was born 
there on the 10th of. September 1791; Such was 
the delicacy of her constitution,, that in infancy she 
seldom enjoyed any continuance of health, and was 
often brought apparently to the very gatesr of death. 
God, however, in whose hands are the life and 
breath of all his creatures, had destined her to works 
of faith and labours of love. She was accordingly 
preserved safe through the dftys of Vg&snbj 
childhood, and though never VAessfeA. yiV&i * 
nms frame, was by no means incap wftaA*A tot ^ 
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siderable exertion in the active duties of the sphere 
in which she was appointed to move. When about 
three years old, indeed, her sense of hearing was 
greatly impaired by a fever ; but though from the ef- 
fects of this she never afterwards wholly recovered, 
occasionally her deafness was much less at one time 
than at another. She was thus frequently prevent- 
ed not only from enjoying the pleasures and advan- 
tages of conversation, but from deriving the spirit- 
ual benefit, after which she so earnestly longed,from 
the public ministrations of the house of God. Yet 
there can scarcely be a doubt, that this very trial, 
deeply as she sometimes felt it, was made a bless- 
ing both to herself and to others. Having compa- 
ratively few external resources, her time and atten- 
tion were more intensely devoted to the cultivation 
and improvement of her mind, than they other- 
wise would have been ; profitable reading occu- 
pied the place, which in other circumstances, de- 
sultory and unprofitable talking would perhaps 
done ; while, if unable at times to communicate, 
or receive instruction by oral converse, she had 
recourse to the highly improving exercise of com- 
mitting her thoughts to writing* and instructing her 
companions and friends by her epistolary corres- 
pondence. 

Her education, till 1807, appears to have been 
conducted chiefly under her parents' eye and roof; 
and no doubt can be entertained, that it was such 
as corresponded with their situation in life ; ex- 
tending not merely to the common elements of 
learning, but to thoa* various accomplvsbmeuU, by 
Means of which in particular, useful \u^otvtv«A!voxv\& 
cquiredy and a teste for elegant Utaratasst 
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raged. That her "religious instruction, compared 
with the importance of which every other means 
of knowledge sinks into nothing, was not neglected, 
is also evident : For though we have no positive 
information on this point, it is scarcely possible 
that at the age of 15 she could have written such a 
letter, as the one which commences the following 
publication, if she had not had considerable previ- 
ous acquaintance with divine truth. We are as 
little informed of the precise time, when her thoughts 
were first more peculiarly led to the earnest and se- 
rious consideration of religion as a personal con* 
cern, to the paramount interest of which every 
thing else was, under the influence of divine grace, 
made to give way This, however, must have 
taken place before she removed to the academy of 
Bradford in 1807 ; for in the letter just referred to, 
and which is dated September 1806, she thus ex- 
presses herself:—-" O let it be our concern to im- 
prove every moment to our present and eternal 
good ! May we devote our remaining days to God, . 
and sit under the shadow of the Redeemer with 
great delight. He is the rose of Sharon, and the 
lilly of the valley ; the chiefest among ten thou- 
sands, and altogether lovely. O that I could say 
without a doubt, My Redeemer is mine, and I am 
his !" Language like this, when coming from the 
heart, is no unequivocal evidence that the divine 
Spirit has begun that good work which will be 
w perfected unto the day of Christ.'* 

It is highly probable, indeed, that her delicate 
state of health, and her preservation untat 
which re/>eatedly threatened to cut Vet oil itwcwXX^ 
kn4of the living, were blwatfTa* * 
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early impressing her with the realities'of an eternal 
world ; and that her progress in religious experi- 
ence was so gradual as scarcely ta be perceptible 
even to herself. At the same tira*, there is reason* 
to believe, that both her convictions, and her princi- 
ples and habits as a Christian, became more decid- 
ed after she entered the seminary of Bradford, of 
which she became a member in 1807 ; and in which, 
about that time, a remarkable revival of religion* 
took place. Here, to use her own words, she was 
made to feel " that her heart was exceeding sinful, 
and opposed to God ; and her will so stubborn that 
it would not submit to him." But " after this," 
as she also wrote, " her feelings were changed :. 
she saw God to be holy, just, and good ; and a* 
such she loved him." 

Bradford Academy must at this time have been* 
highly favoured. Unlike many seminaries for fe- 
male education in our country, where any thing 
almost may be learned but religion, and where for 
a teacher of languages or of any other branch of po- 
lite tuition to talk about religion would be a suffi- 
cient excuse for never allowing him to enter it 
again, there appears to have been an equal solici- 
tude on the part of its teachers and thair pupils,, 
to converse on the great concerns of salvation and 
eternity. This at least may be inferred with re- 
gard to one of Miss Woodbury's preceptors, from the 
following extract from her Journal in 1809, which 
we introduce here, with the View of shewing like- 
wise how she was accustomed from " nature's 
works to rise to nature's God." 
" Oct. J.— How short the time Awca -vqstik 
cewmenced, and all nature seeuoftA T 
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I fields clad in verdure, the gardens decorated with 
I curious flowers, the trees in blossom, the melodi- 
I ous songsters in the groves inviting to rural walks, 
| presented the most beautiful appearances. Many 
a time when I have rambled over the verdant fields, 
I have taken a flower, or a blade of grass, which 
.1 the combined exertions of men and angels could 
never have made, and ruminated on the wisdom 
and goodness of God, the infinite ease with which 
k ' le created this huge globe, and the myriads of liv- 
5 ihg creatures which here exist. Nor have I forgotten 

I the three vernal months I attended the school of 

I I Mr P. O how pleasantly they passed. Many of 
m. his instructions are fresh in my mind. How fire- 
jr quentlydid he exhort his pupils to attend to the 
I concerns of their souls, to devote themselves to 
( their Creator, and to seek the one thing needful. 

How solicitous was he to infuse into their minds a 
We of learning and of religion." 

Soon after her admission into this seminary, and 
when she was just sixteen years of age, she was receiv- 
ed into the communion of the church, and made a 
public profession of her faith in Christ* and obe- 
dience to his laws, by partaking of the sacred me* 
morials of his love and death. This was to her a 
season of peculiar solemnity. Far from being sa- 
tisfied, as it is to be feared but too many frequent- 
ly are, merely with giving satisfactory answers to 
the questions put to her by her Pastor, preparatory 
to being admitted to this delightful Christian pri- 
vilege, and in the prospect of it ; she not only gave 
herself to devout meditation and prayer, accom- 
panied with jealous self-examination, YwX. * 
*>lemn dedication of herself to Godi \&tcS£\&%> 
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Nor did she retire from the communion service as 
if she had been observing only a rite a little more 
impressive than usual, or as if she had had nothing 
more to do as a Christian, after she had assumed 
this outward badge of discipleship : On the contra- 
ry, she viewed this act in its true light, as an ex- 
pression of entire devotedness to her God and Sa- 
viour, the sincerity of which she was deeply solici- 
tous to justify by her subsequent life and conversa- 
tion. How she felt on the occasion will be best 
expressed in her own account of it : — 

*« This day," she says, " I publicly gave myself 
to God, and was permitted to commemorate my 
Saviour's dying love. O what a wonder that I, the 
most unworthy of mortals, should be brought to 
the marriage supper of the Lamb. — I have now 
made a profession of the Christian religion, and 
given myself up to God in my youthful years. ' I 
trust I shall ever find satisfaction in what I have 
done. I have done it in the vigour of health, in 
the prime of my age. I choose to take up the 
cross, and daily to follow the blessed Jesus, rather 
than indulge myself in youthful pleasures. Indeed 
J have not the least wish for the vain amusements 
of life. Religion only is capable of giving that 
happiness which will remain when every earthly 
comfort fails. If we are destitute of this, we are 
destitute of every thing that can render us truly 
amiable in life and happy through death and eternity." 

Her eager acquisition of useful knowledge, seems 
to have been uniformly connected with an earnest 
anxiety to render it subservient equally to the ex- 
tenaion of her own acquaintance w\t\\ 4\v\w trolly 
*nd to the increase of her power meaft* oi 
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lag spiritually useful to others. Her reading was 
not desultory, but select : and what she did read 
she endeavoured carefully to digest and make her 
own, storing instruction not in her memory only, but 
in her judgment and heart. Among other books, 
she speaks in her correspondence particularly of 
Dana's Memoirs of Pious Women, Dr Buchanan's 
Christian Researches, and Scott's Force of Truth, 
as having afforded her much satisfaction and advan- 
tage in the perusal. But it was to the Bible that 
she especially " -gave her nights and days ;™ regard- 
ing it as indeed the Book of Books, infinitely su- 
perior to every other, and counting it her choicest 
companion, and most precious treasure* At the same 
time she did not disdainfully reject, but diligently 
employed such private aids, in addition to public 
instruction, as she could obtain, for unfolding to 
her more fully the meaning of the sacred volume. 
Scott's Commentary she peculiarly prized on this 
account ; and no slight estimate of the ardency 
with which she pursued her study of it must be 
formed, when it is known, that she read regularly 
through this excellent work twice ; and at one of 
these times, the whole of it within the short period 
of six months. 

The Sabbath she in reality felt to be « a delight, 
the holy of the Lord, and honourable." To her its 
hours were no uneasiness ; its private exercises no 
task ; and its public services no burden. When 
her deafness, as was sometimes the case, did not 
prevent her from hearing the word in the Vvo\&&^ «A 
God, she listened to it with far more t\\atv tiEt&taax- 
hg of the ear; and even when her &ea£n*%% 
such that the preacher's voice was to \iet Vnfiaafi^ 
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and inaudible, still she anxiously desired to 
found in the sanctuary. " I always long," sa 
she in one passage of her Journal, " for the retu 
of the Sabbath. Though it is seldom I hear t 
preached word, I love to join with the dear sail 
in worshipping God." This indeed was her hal 
tual feeling : For, to one who often walked wi 
her to church, she was accustomed to say, wh 
about to enter it, " Now I do hope our souls w 
be richly fed."— " Do let us hear for eternit; 
And at the distance of more than six years ail 
writing what we have just quoted from her Joi 
nal, she could still express herself thus : — " T 
day of the Lord has dawned, grateful to the stra 
ger's heart, while he wanders in this strange land 
sweetly refreshing to all who love the blessed si 
vice of God, and have raised their eyes to a regi 

. where one eternal Sabbath reigns. Welcome mon 
my soul greets thee with fond delight ; and as tin 
art hastening away, O wilt thou bear on thy win 
a tribute of gratitude to Him who is mindful oft 
humble followers in this world of sin, and drop < 
their waiting souls some heavenly joys. I hail th 
happy day, as propitious to the suffering, languis 
ing interests of the Redeemer's kingdom, and i 
viving to this afflicted, solitary daughter of Zic 
For thee, many ardent wishes, many fervent pra 
ers have ascended to the Great Head of the churc! 
and now thou hast arrived, God shall be glorifi 
with praise." 

It was not to public religious duties, however, tl 

tier attention was confined. Social intercourse, a 
especially social worsliLp,*ii\deeflL > affot^^W 
of high enjoyment; but it ^as va ^^vc%m« 
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kr chamber, and the solitude of her closet, that 
the found her most delightful satisfactions* There 
she communed with herself and with God. There 
the flame of her piety was fed at the altar of intense 
devotion; and streams of heavenly consolation 
poured into her mind, fresh and pure from their 
only fountain, the throne of God and the Lamb. 
Her meditations were not those of a recluse, who 
conceived religion to consist in solitary musings, 
and rapturous sensations ; but of an enlightened 
Christian, who, solicitous to glorify God, by dili- 
gence and activity in the duties of life, sought to 
have her principles of eonseientiaus fidelity con- 
firmed and strengthened, and her spirituality of 
mind preserved and increased, or excited and re- 
newed, by searching the Scriptures, examining 
her own heart, and holding intercourse with hea- 
' ven by faith and prayer. Of this h?r journal and 
correspondence contain the most ample and decided 
proofs. 

It was in such exercises that she found a sweet 
and secure retreat from the bustle of company, and 
the noise of the world : and from which she again 
came forth, refreshed andinvigorated for theservices 
which she had to perform to her friends, or the dis- 
tressed. In .them, she experienced the powerful 
means of solacement and joy, amid the many pain- 
ful bereavements which often saddened her spirits; 
and was prepared, by their salutary and sanctified 
influence, for the new trials and afflictions which she 
had still to endure. Prayer, above all, was her 
peculiar delight ; — the life of her reYigu^ 
of her fidelity in every relation, " t\\<i yyj tttA**- 
wing of her heart." She regularAy 
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connected with the account she would at last have 
to give at the tribunal of God. " When I consi- 
der," said she in her Journal, February 1810, " how 
much information and wisdom I might have ac- 
quired, had I faithfully improved my advantages, 
I am confounded. O that it may be my great en- 
deavour to cultivate and improve my mind, and to 
do good to all ! A thousand opportunities of doing 
good pass away unobserved and unimproved. 
what a world of doing good we all might do, had 
we but hearts duly impressed with the worth of 
time, the love God, and an eternity hereafter. 
Lord, awaken us all to activity and. diligence in thy 
service." 

And here it may be remarked, that one of the 
circumstances which seems to have most powerful- 
ly contributed to the formation of her religious 
character, was an impression which she early felt, 
that her life on earth would be but short. Whatever 
might be its origin or cause, there can be no doubt 
that she cherished such a presentiment ; not only when 
in sickness, or when called to witness the mortality 
of others, but when in her ordinary health, and when 
her friends or companions were vigorous and bloom- 
ing around her. From the death of her sister in 
May 1808, till her own removal from the land of 
the living, there is a frequent recurrence to this 
subject in her Journal; and during that period, 
she met with* many interesting and impressive ad- 
monitions in the early or sudden deaths of not a 
few of her intimate acquaintance, to warn her that 
she bad here no continuing city. Qnce, she was 
jherself on the brink of the gwfe, W»j Yuan 
seized with the same fever oi W \*\<r*<& 
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sister. died ; and afterwards she lost an uncle, and 
several endeared associates and christian friends. 
Having thus eternity presented to her, and living 
undex realising views of her own rapid approach to 
■ it, she was led to feel and act with a habitual re- 
* ference to its all-important and solemnising realities. 
It was this peculiarly that was the means of 
producing that spirituality of mind, that self-jea- 
lousy, and those unwearied exertions to promote 
the best, the everlasting welfare, of all within her. 
her reach, by which she was so eminently dis- 
tinguished. On her birth-day, 1808* we find her 
thus writing: — " This day I am 17 years old. I 
do not expect to see 17 years more ; nor do I wish 
| to do so, unless I can be useful. I can hardly re* 
concile myself to the idea of a long life. So slug- 
gish, so stupid, so careless have I been, that if 
the future should be spent in such a manner, alas ! 
my soul shrinks at the idea. O Lord fit me for 
death." Again, October 1, 1810,. <k Lean scarce- 
ly believe that I have passed the summer. My 
life is passing imperfectly away. I am sailing on 
the sea of life with vast rapidity,, and shall soon ar- 
rive at the harbour to which I am bound. A few 
more revolving suns will land me on the shores of 
eternity. The seeds of death are sown in this mor- 
tal body. Shortly he will lay his cold hand upon 
me, and bring me to the grave. O that I may be* 
like a shock of corn fully ripe." Once more, itt 
the April before her death, when no human being 
could have anticipated that her preseuluck^^ovsJA 
be realised, she wrote as follows: — " 1 W** 
frmed this large book for serious so\\\o<\wj. 
is reserved for some abler ViaxvA V* 
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while mine is motionless beneath the earth, aiuf 
mixes with its native dust. Possibly I may cover, 
a few pages, and then drop my pen for ever. This, 
may contain the last expression of my feelings, the 
last written breathings of my soul, over which the 
affectionate eye of some dear surviving friend may. 
rove, dropping one tear of fond remembrance and 
tender love. Yes ; / must die, I must die soon." 

Such were the means of her progress in the Chris- 
tian life. Nor are we left to conjecture what the 
principles were under which she acted. These were- 
the peculiar and distinguishing doctrines of the 
Gospel ; which, however they may be vilified by 
the world, or denied by mere nominal Christians,, 
constitute the life and soul of genuine Godliness 
wherever it really exists. A deep conviction of 
her personal un worthiness and guilt as a sinner;, 
a thorough consciousness of her own spiritual weak- 
ness, and inability so much as to think a good, 
thought of herself ; a cordial and implicit reliance- 
on the finished work of the Son of God, for par- 
don, and acceptance, and eternal life ; a constrain- 
ing sense of perpetual and irresistible obligation ta 
his redeeming love; and a habitual and unreserved 
dependence, by faith and prayer, on the promised 
and implored grace of the Holy Spirit, for both the 
inclination and the power, to do the will, and glo- 
rify the name, of her Father in heaven — these were 
the principles, the influence of which she felt and 
cherished, and by the sanctified efficacy of which 
her spirit and conduct were directed and governed. 
Her's, indeed, was a life ©f faith on 
God;— a faith which, worVuiR by W, 
Iter heart, and enabled her to overcome Wv* Wi 
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To ber Christ was " all and in alt;" all her salva- 
tion and all her desire. To recommend Him te 
others as altogether lovely, was, accordingly, the 
great object which she kept steadily in view in her 
correspondence, whatever ' was the particular topic 
or occasion on which she wrote. Hence, also, we 
find her lamenting with deep regret, the propaga- 
tion of unsound opinions, and especially of Soci- 
ftiftn and Universalist tenets— which strike so di- 
rectly at the root equally of Christian truth, and 
personal holiness. 

' Her views of the doctrines of the gospel, or ra- 
ther her convictions of their reality and import* 
tnce, were eminently practical. While her affections 
wenr deeply interested by the inseparable connec* 
tien of these doctrines with her own happiness and 
hopes as a redeemed sinner, her understanding re- 
cognised and felt the force of the conclusive evi- 
dence by which they are attested i» the volume of 
inspiration, and her heart submitted to their com- 
manding authority and influence* as bearing in all 
ks principles and habit* Her religion, accordingly, 
did not consist in speculation, but in action. Her 
feelings and opinions were the elements which en- 
tered into the formation of her character, but by 
no means constituted its essence. They were not 
the building itself ; but only the basis on which it 
was reared* Deeply imbibing the spirit of the doc- 
tiines which she loved and advocated, she seemed 
constantly to breathe forth love to God, and bene- 
volence to man. Her principles wej^ fcra\^4ifed\sv 
ber temper and conduct in every rekitVre fatoj * fca 
m child she was respectful and obeAWtvl % * wte 
*&cti9nate and kind ; as a friend, vtawct ^ 
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slant; as a correspondent, punctual and faithful ; c 
as a member of the church, candid in her judgment < 
of others, tender, and consistent. Her devotions 
in the closet and the house of God, in short, did ; 
not evaporate there, but diffused a sacred influence 
over her general frame of mind, and habitual deport- 
ment, at once preparing her for active duty, and giv- 
ing to it the character of duty to Christ and to God. 

This it may not be interesting to illustrate and 
confirm, by adverting more particularly to some 
of those other characteristic features of her conduct 
as a Christian, which have as yet been noticed 
chiefly in general terms. < 
Naturally endowed with ardent affections, and 
delicate sensibility, when these were brought imkr 
the spiritual and heavenly power of divine grace,, 
friendship may be said to have grown up in her 
niind, as in its native soil. . The warmth of her at- 
tachment to those who had been her companions^ 
and especially to such of them as were united with 
her in the faith and fellowship of the gospel, breathes 
in almost every page of her correspondence. 
Though her natural diffidence and modesty, and her 
frequent extreme difficulty of hearing, rendered 
her in general rather reserved, yet to a few inti- 
mate friends, whom she tenderly loved as the 
friends of the Saviour, she was remarkably open 
•and communicative. Among these in . particular, 
Hiss Harriet Atwood, afterwards Mrs Newell, ap- 
pears to have been above every other the friend of 
her heart ; to whom she clung with the fondest 
affection ; in whose heart she could deposit Wt: 
very thought ; and with whom she enjoc^d ttuaX. 
dearing fellowship of sentiment and s^irW., «\m3& 
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r kindred minds alone can experience; which per- 

I son a 1 intercourse so delightfully heightens, yet 
which distance or separation bas no power to de- 
stroy ; which increases as days and years roll on, 
gradually approaching nearer and nearer, both in 
nature and in degree, to the unmingled and unin- 
terrupted communion by which the " spirits of the 
just made perfect" shall be united to each other in 
Wen. She indeed loved her as her own soul. 
Tie heart of the reader is not to be envied, who 
shall peruse the breathings of mutual and strong 
affection which pervade the letters that passed be- 
tween those two friends, without feeling a sympa- 
thy the tenderest and most engaging, in every inci- 
dent connected with the history of their attach- 
ment, and in every sentiment which bound them to- 
gether with the cords of love. The departure of 
Mrs Newell for India, she felt as the cutting off of 
her right hand ; and the melancholy tidings of her 
death, gave a pang to her heart which almost over- 
whelmed it. But the promise was fulfilled, that as 
her day of trial and of sorrow was, so her strength 
should be : and seldom has such an unaffected pie- 
tore of agonising feeling, chastened by devout sub- 
mission and elevated hope, been exhibited, as is 
to be found in her Journal, and her letter to Mrs 
Atwood and her daughters on this mournful occasion. 
% Theirs was not the selfish and hollbw friendship 
of the world, which is cherished and sustained 
chiefly by mutual flatteries and folly ; which is per- 
petually at the mercy of every thing that looks like 
rivalry ; which a thousand jealousies ate ra&<j 
to interrupt ; and which the very sus^ycvotv 
injury, however slight, being done or Vcta&&x&* 
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so constantly dissipat.es and destroys for ever. On 
the contrary, they were as faithful, as they tvere 
tender, it being their great desire and endeavour 
to be the instruments of correcting and improving 
each other as disciples of the Son of God, and tra- 
vellers to an eternal world. Hence* we find Miss 
Woodbury particularly lamenting her Harriet 1 * 
death in this resect, and earnestly soliciting ano- 
ther of her christian companions to " supply her 
place, and be a faithful friend, to warn, admonbh, 
and instruct her." Christian faithfulness, indeed, 
was a distinguishing characteristic of Miss Wood- 
bury's attachments. When about to part with her 
friends, she was accustomed to remind them of tic 
infinite importance of living habitually under the 
ppwer of religion, and of diligently labouring to 
advance in its path.. Qn such occasions, she wouljji 
affectionately say to them, " do live near to God** 
" Pray much and frequently — " Press forward 
with all speed." In writing to them, likewise, she 
did not confine herself to mere generalities* or tfr 
pleasing reflections on the works and ways and 
word of God; .but suited the subjects on which 
she particularly dwelt, to the situation and charac- 
ters of her correspondents, not that she might 
flatter them into self-estimation, but to induce then 
to look into their hearts and ways, and discovej 
their real spiritual condition in the sight of God 
Finding, what is very often the case, and can b< 
easily accounted for, that she could communicate 
her sentiments much more unreservedly in writing 
than in conversation, she often had recourse to thi 
mode of intercourse with her com^mo^ «a 
friends, even when, from their xes\te\\ceVsx\*et 



Mediate neighbourhood, she could have had a per- 
sonal interview with them whenever she chose. 
Yet, though she thus faithfully admonished and 
exhorted them, it was never with the dictatorial 
•arrogance of imagined superiority, but with the 
affection of a sister who intreated them in love, and 
with the humility of a Christian, who, alive to her 
own imperfections and failings, was disposed to es- 
teem others better than herself. 

Her correspondence, in fact, was one of the £reat 
means, both of her rapid progress in intellectual 
and spiritual attainments, and of the usefulness with 
which she was honoured, equally while alive and 
since her death. Accustomed from the very early 
age of 15 to commit her thoughts on religious sub- 
jects to writing, and in particular to record her 
sentiments and feelings in a journal kept for her 
own inspection alone, she soon acquired the habit 1 
both ofobinking more closely and connectedly, and 
of expressing herself with greater fluency and ease, 
-than is commonly attained by others at a much 
more advanced period of life. By recurring to what 
she had written at some distance of time before, she 
was also furnished with the means of judging to a 
certain extent of the progress she was making in 
the christian life ; while, by having access to the 
record of her self-examination at such intervals, she 
was incited to greater solicitude respecting her con- 
duct and temper in the future. And even noifr, in 
in her correspondence, " though being dead, she still 
speaketli" for the edification and comfort of thou- 
sand*, who might never have received Viet tatara- 
fans, or even heard of her name, \ia<\ w>V\m 
ixaored from the Jand of the tiring vdl \\k 
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time of her days. So wondrously does Providence 
sometimes evolve the designs, and over-rule the re- 
sults of those afflictive dispensations, which, at the 
time they take place, seem most inscrutable and 
calamitous.— We would not, however, be under- 
stood to recommend the style of composition which 
she adopted ; its almost total want of simplicity, 
besides other objections to it, giving it the un« 
pleasing appearance of studied affectation a 
charge, however, the unfoundedness of which in. 
her case, is demonstrated beyond all suspicion, by 
her having employed the very same elevated style, 
in her most private papers, which were never in- 
tended to be seen by any eye but her own. Much al- 
lowance also must be made for heron account of her 
youth. Nor must it be unnoticed, that in the latter 
part of her life, she deeply regreted that she had not 
adopted a more natural and simple mode of writing, 
Neither were her zeal and exertions to be useful by 
any means limited to one channel. She was a strik- 
ing example of industry and economy. A large 
portion of her time was spent in discharging the 
duties of the domestic circle. Even while engaged 
in reading, her hands were generally employed in 
some useful work. Like Dorcas, she made gar- 
ments for the poor ; and after her death, several ar- 
ticles of clothing suited to the approaching severity 
of the season were found, which she carefully pre- 
pared,and laid by for distribution. Almost the whole, 
indeed, of what she gave away in charity, was 
the fruit of her own labour and industry. She often 
expressed her astonishment, that christians could 
suffer so much of their time to be lost in idleness ; 
adding, that if their circumstance tvox t*xAtt 
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it necessary for them to work for their own sup- 
port, the poor were ever needy. 

Her benevolence was not less active, than it was 
Industrious. She visited in person the abodes of 
poverty and affliction ; and there made the children 
of solitude and sorrow to sing for joy. To the 
means of relieving their temporal necessities, she 
likewise added the far more valuable boon of spirit* 
ual instruction and comfort It was her constant de- 
sire and endeavour, that they might be fed with 
the bread of life, and clothed with the garments of 
salvation ; have their wounded hearts soothed with 
the balm that is in Gilead, and their spiritual dis- 
eases healed by the •* Physician of great price." She 
knew what it was to weep with them that wept, 
as well as to rejoice with tfum that rejoiced. All 
this endeared her beyond expression to the objects 
of her bounty ; and whether they were in the be- 
ginning or the decline of life, they hailed her as 
equally their sympathising friend, and the minister- 
ing angel of heaven for their relief. Notwithstand- 
ing her youth, indeed, the most aged christians seem- 
ed to consider her as a fit companion, and invaluable 
friend, to whom they could with unreserved confi- 
dence unbosom their afflictions, whether of body or 
of mind. In conveying consolation, however, she 
was peculiarly cautious not to soothe the conscie.Ke 
till she had carefully probed it, fearing lest she 
m-ght incur the guilt of crying <fc Peace, peace, 
when there was no peace." 

Jealousy, of eitiier the talents or the exertions of 
others, had no place in her mind. Os\ quotas * 
she was disposed to consider Y\erifc\t as \\&£tvs* Vfc 
Qi*njr who were much beneath her uttoOsk wtgesta 
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and entered not less cordially and zealously into 
plans for doing good, when suggested by others, 
than if they had originated with herself. To what- 
ever promised to be of real advantage to any class 
of human beings, she was ready to lend her aid, 
either by personal exertion when she had the oppor- 
tunity, or by endeavouring to excite and keep alive 
the flame of benevolence in those in whom it appear- 
ed already to be kindled. Thus, in the beginning of 
1813, when told of a plan that was formed at Brad- 
ford for employing intelligent and pious females to 
instruct poor children, her heart leaped at the 
thought; she expressed her surprise that such an 
idea had not occurred before ; and feelingly lament- 
ed the prevalence of that selfish spirit, which so 
often prevents Christians from making the most of 
the means which they possess. This plan issued 
in the -establishment of the Pbilendian Society : the 
active members of which belong principally to Ha- 
verhill and Bradford; and whose labours for the edu- 
cation, and especially the religions instruction of desti- 
tute and neglected children, havebeen signally blessed. 
But for the deep interest which she took in its success, 
her delight in its increasing prosperity, and the ar- 
dour with which she pleaded in its behalf, we must 
refer to the ample evidence furnished by her Jour* 
nal and Correspondence. 

Such being her spirit, it was impossible that she 
could be indifferent to the extension of the kingdom 
of Christ, whether at home or abroad. To hear of 
the revival of religion in any quarter of the globe, 
was to her as life from the .dead, and in helping it 
forward, she employed eve y means V&tar ^oyisk. 
With what delightful emotion*, then* $A \«*» 
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from time to time, of the evident awaking to serious 
enquiry, and the subsequent hopeful conversion, of 
very considerable numbers of thoughtless sinners at 
various places around her: at Manchester and Salem, 
in the State of Massachusets in 1809 and 1810 ; at 
Bradford in 1812; and at Bristol, Rhode Island, 
and Francrston, New Hampshire, the same year. 
Over such accounts she wept with gratitude and 
joy. For the converts she felt unutterable love. 
That their convictions might be permanent and sav- 
ing, that the world might not re-entangle them 
in its snares, nor their declension ami inconsisten- 
cies give occasion to the enemy to speak reproach* 
Mly of the glorious cause, was the subject of her 
importunate*, and more than daily prayers. 

How fervently also did she long and pray that 
Beverly, where chiefly she at that time appears to 
have resided* might become the scene of a similar 
outpouring of the Divine Spirit. No language, ac- 
cordingly, could suitably express her feelings, when 
in the end of 1813, and the beginning of 1814, this 
high object of her longing and supplications was ae* 
tually realized. She was then move than: ever alive 
to the spiritual interests of her impressed and inquir- 
ing acquaintance, assiduously and tenderly labouring 
to instruct, and comfort, and direct them. With some 
she frequently conversed ; to others she faithfully 
and affectionately wrote ; and over them all she 
watched and prayed, " travailing as in birth that 
Christ might be formed within them, the hope of 
glory As one among other means of promoting 
this end, after much serious deUtaratiow* aaduot 
without many difficulties arising ftomVes wbl'w^ 
toral diffidence, as well as> from ttv* ^ 
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measure itself, site established a weekly female meet- 
ing for christian fellowship, reading the scriptures, 
religious conversation, and prayer. Though the 
first meeting of the Society was attended by only 
five individuals, the number rapidly increased, and 
it has been the instrument of accomplishing, .in no 
small degree, the interesting design of its youth- 
ful founder, the building up of the church of C hrist 
in the place where her sun was so soon to set. 

On the interest she took in the cause of Missions, 
it is unnecessary to enlarge. A mind like hers, 
glowing with the purest christian philanthropy, 
could not but contemplate, with deep commissera- 
tion, the perishing condition of the unenlightened 
nations, or hear of the exertions that were making 
for their conversion, without assisting them to the 
utmost of her power. Her solicitude on this sub- 
ject received a peculiar impulse from the spirit, 
conversation, and correspondence of Miss Atwood, 
with whom her endeared and profitable intimacy 
has been already noticed. From the moment, in 
particular, that this her most beloved companion 
and friend on earth, resolved to devote herself to 
missionary service by becoming the chosen partner 
of Mr Newell, Miss Woodbury's interest in the 
cause acquired a degree of tenderness and strength 
seldom possessed. Much as she at length felt the 
pain of perpetual separation on this side the grave, 
from so precious a confidant of her inmost feelings, 
she rejoiced, at the same time, that one so dear to 
her should be so highly honoured in the vineyard 
of the Lord, and that her loss would be an invalu- 
sble gain to thousands, who had more smOcl 
* friend. After this too she appear* \,o\vw* ^ 
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most uniformly connected the subject of mission* 
with the idea of Mrs Newell. Whenever she read or 
heard of Missionaries, whether in her own country, 
in Asia, Africa, or the South Seas, the thought of 
her Harriet was instantly suggested ; while, what- 
ever brought Mrs Newell to her recollection, as 
instantly suggested the subject of missions. Her 
ardent affection as a friend, and her deep solicitude, 
as a. Christian, for the universal diffusion of the 
gospel, thus mutually confirmed and strengthened 
eaeh other; mingling their influence with a deli- 

; cacy and force, which gave a peculiar character of 

!• personality to both. 

| The nearer she drew towards the close of her 
I pilgrimage, the more did her spirituality of mind r 
| and devotedness to the cause of religion, not only 
increase, but become evident to all with whom she- 
was intimate. To think, and* speak, and write* 
and act, with eternity constantly in her eye, was the 
object at whieh she manifestly aimed It really 
teemed that the world was dead to her, and she to 
the world. One of her correspondents, accordingly^ 
who, during the last two- years of her life* was 
with her more or less every week, could say, that 
fill that passed between them, in the whole of that 
time, which was not of a religious tendency, might 
have been communicated in a single hour. At no 
period, indeed, had she any relish for the vain and 
frivolous conversation, which is too often* to be found; 
in eonvivial parties, among even- real as well as no~ 
annal Christians .- and she used often totax&t&^tX 
much precious time was r in this way * so \TOpN^e&$ 
qumndered by many of whom beltet \>\\\ti^ mY&X 
^expected. It wasremarked > aA»o,\>7V\iwVv^ 
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whom she met for social prayer, that she gradually 
became more fervent in her addresses to the throne 
of grace. To them she appeared as if already an 
inhabitant of the heavenly world. Long, long, will 
that little circle remember her. Long will they 
mourn, that they will hear her voice no more 
no more witness her fervour in prayer ;— no more 
hear her plead for sinners. 

Yet, so far was she herself from being conscious of 
such rapid advancement in the divine life, that she 
felt still as if she had been only beginning it ; her hu- 
mility growing with her other graces, and twining 
around them all. Of this we have a striking proof 
in the diffidence with which, only about four months 
before her death, she shrunk at the idea of com- 
plying with a most importunate request urged on 
tier by the most weighty and conclusive arguments, 
that she would occasionally write for the Panoplist, 
an excellent and useful Religious Magazine, pub- 
lished monthly at Boston. At length she consent- 
ed, and with regard to it entered this interesting 
statement in her Journal : — " Can I be useless in 
this critical moment, when the world is in tremen- 
dous agitation, and all intelligent beings are en 
gaged for or against that kingdom which shall pre 
vail: O can I be a solitary fteutral? No t it mus 
not be. I must be useful in some way. I have de 
voted my pen to the Lord ; and if he has any thinj 
for me to do by writing, he will assist. O may 
. be enabled to consecrate to Him my every talent 
and in his blessed service improve them all wit! 
fidelity and success. Humau a\>\Aovxs* \s \*&*^» 
nothing.' 9 She lived however, to cowv^^l * 
Papers; the one "On ChrUt\aii\Is^\x\iv^r 
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tther " An Address to Christians on the Import* 
ance of Time and Eternity both of which are 
published, for the first time in this country, at the 
close of the subsequent volume*. The former dis- 
covers much discrimination and good sense, as well 
as genuine zeal ; and we shall be surprised if the 
latter is read, without producing the strongest con* 
Action of the superior talents, no less than the ler- 
rid piety of the writer. It is like the voice of 
one just on the wing for eternity, calling on those 
whom she was about to leave for ever on this side 
the grave, habitually to live for that eternity in- 
to which they must ere long follow her. 

The solemn event which she had often anticipat- 
ed at length arrived. About the middle of October' 
1814, she was seized with an inflammation in the 
brain, which baffled every effort of medical skill, 
and which she bore with heavenly fortitude and re- 
signation, till Tuesday the 15th of November, when 
she entered into the joys of her Father's house a- 
bove. During the whole of her painful sickness, 
she delightfully exemplified the reality of that faith, 
and patience, and good hope, which a personal and 
cordial reliance on the righteousness and grace of 
the Saviour alone can inspire. The last aspirations, 
uttered in her Journal, were heard and fulfilled : 
" O my Redeemer, be thou my Sun to illumine my 
path though this benighted world, and to gild the 
lonely vale of death with some heavenly ray. Let 
thy precious blood be efficaciously applied to my 
polluted soul, that it may be a fit temple for thee* 
Come, my Saviour, remove this inter\m\i^N^**xA 
disclose to me those boundless cWwva o? fttafe* 
Which inflame the bosom of the most»^^ 
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withextacy, and tune his heart to celebrate Ay 
praise." Nor did she leave the world without a last 
attempt of affection to press on her parents, her rela- ■ 
tions, and her Christian correspondents and friends, j 
the inestimable preciousness of Christ and salvation. 
About a week before her' death, feeling her disso- 
lution rapidly approaching, but incapableof the exer- 
tion which the awfully solemn and interesting circum- 
stances would have required to enable herto speak to 
them personally, she dictated the subjoined valedic- 
tory addresses, to be read by them after her remains 
should be laid in the dust. * To her, death was no 



Beverly, Not 1814 

* My Fatter, my Mother, my Brothers, 

and Sister* dear, 
" When you hear my expiring groans, when you surrey my 
worthless remains* when you follow me in mournful silence to my 
kmg home, O think of your mortality, and prepare for death* 
And when, in some more distant day, you shed an affectionate 
tear upon the white marble that rises over my dust, O remember 
you must lie By my side, and" look up to Heaven and beg for grace 
to prepare to join the blessed, f beg of you to forgive me the mili 
lions of times V have wounded your hearts ; entombmy follies with 
me, and my. virtues (if I have any) treasure in your hearts. I 
thank you for all your kindnesses to me, and in return I beg the 
best of Heaven's blessings to rest on your souls. O think how un* 
certain is Jffe, and how certain is death ; and do, O do be ready 
for the coming of your Lord. My dear, dear friends, do not rest 
without grace in your hearts* Do exert yourselves in every way 
for the promotion of the religion of Christ, and the advancement 
of that glorious kingdom which shall flourish in peace and right* 
eousness. O that I could tell you what- it- is to die, and go into 
eternity. O that I could tell you of the everlasting -worth of the 
eouU mad tbe amazing importance of having 3esut lot «. tfvecA* 
My dear,, dear friend*, to Jesus I commit mv wgfvta* 
and I pray that you may be his in life and in death. X\*tid***xA 
*n a&ctioMtefarcwtU. Q may wc meet in tnaX 
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surprise. She had often looked forward to it ; and 
she was ready when it came, — ready, without cast- 
ing 44 one lingering look behind," to take her flight 
from the scenes of time, to mingle with fcfc the spi- 



tears and sickness, and sorrows and sins, arc known no more* 
"Mj dying love rests with you all ; and O may the love of Jesus 
pfeKS your hearts, and dictate hereafter in mansions of glory, 
soags of endless praise to God and the Lamb. O do let me exhort 
yoo to leave this worthless world behind, and live as becomes heirs 
of immortality. Friends of my heart, I bid you farewell. 

My dear, dear Betsy y — When those I love visit you, take them 
to the place where Fanny moulders ; and as you pass around my 
grassy hillock, listen to the voice that calls loudly from thence, 
u Watch and pray, and he ye also ready.** Talk of the affections 
which have bound our souls together, talk of death, of judgment, 
tod eternity, and depart laden with wisdom. Do all your hands 
find to do, and do it as for eternity. 

To my dear Correspondents. — The pen has dropped from my 
hud ; but the love I bear you dwells in my heart, and may it sur- 
vive the shock of death, and be consummated in the regions of 
fight. My parting message to you is, live as strangers and pilgrims 
here ; live devoted to the service of God ; and exert every power 
and faculty to honour your divine Redeemer. Let the small pledge* 
of affection which may be given you, be a memento of the dying 
love of your affectionate Fanny. 

To my beloved Companions at — I have heretofore constantly 
Act with you, knelt by your sides, and implored the blessings of 
Heaven. Those moments, so sweet and so dear, are gone to re- 
tarn no more. As often as that dear evening shall return, let 
your attendance there evince that you love the place where prayer 
is wont to be made. Let the thought that I meet with you no 
more, stimulate you to redoubled diligence, to ardent prayer, and 
to active exertions far the continuance of those meetings. Let mo 



* Pomening * Uttlsllbnuj at about 40 volumes, the directed tirt one «Msfc tari&fe 
9hm to mob other camaputidentt. 
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rits of the just made perfect," and to engage in those 
pure delights of celestial communion, and angelic 
set vice, for which she was so constantly tongag 



exhort you never to forsake the assembling of yourselves toffr 
ther ; and let your hearts be united by the most endearing Uf> : 
Farewell, my dear sisters : May we soon meet in the place wtas ' 
praiac, not prayer, shall flow from every heart. 2 commend jti ' 
to God and the word of his grace. May he from time to tifltf . 
bless you with an abundant spirit of prayer, and answer your ffr 
tit ions in copious benedictions on your own dear souls, on ttt 
church of Christ, and a perishing world. Teace be to you, ^ 
dear sisters ; a peace ineffably sweet, such as our dear Jesus gh* 
bis humble disciples, and such as shall ripen in the gtoriei at' 
Heaven. 

To all my dear Friends^- Beware of earth f live above all t* 
restrial things ; and live as though you. possessed immortal soak 
O think how soon the days of your mortal life will be ows* «■* 
an eternity of retribution be your portion. O remember the W 
counsel you can ever receive from me; and so number your days 
as to apply your hearts unto wisdom. Let the remembrance tf 
our friendship be dear to your hearts, and O be sure that job 
gain an interest in the sinner** Friend, who will never leave nor 
forsake those who put their trust in him- We soon shall meet 
again. O may it be in yonder world of light, that celestial part* 
dise which Jesus purchased with his expiring breath. The Lord 
bless you all- with blessings for time, and with blessings that shall 
run parallel with the ages of eternity. An affectionate adieu. 

To the Ckurch, with whom I have so often met, and sat *• 
round the table of our dear Redeemer, — my best, last wishes, 
and dying love are to you. It has grieved me that there has been 
so much formality, so much lukewarmness among us. Q I beg 
that you would seek to exhibit more the power of religion in your 
lives and conversation. Do adorn the doctrine of your Saviour 
better than your unworthy sister has ; and let my death be sancti- 
fied to all your hearts. Do strive for the faith of the Gospel, for 
the resettlement of a faithful minister among you, who shall break 
to you the bread of life, and be instrumental in leading you oft* 



35 



while yet in this land of imperfection and mortali- 
ty. As to her " to lire was Christ," so to her *' to 
.& was gain." 

And now, while we trace her short but glorious 
career, through the wilderness of life, and muse on 
the precious legacy which is bequeathed to us in 
her character and writings, if we are disposed to 
hem a sigh, and drop a tear, it must not be for 
Aer, but for ourselves,— who have still to struggle 
with the sins of our heart, and the temptations^of 
Ike world,— who may have much to -do before we 
reach the height of her attainments, limited as was 
the period given her to acquire Ihera,— who, per- 
haps, have yet to begin that warfare which she has 
already accomplished,— or who may even be engaged 
in the vain and hopeless pursuit of happiness from 
u the things that are under the sun " O that her 
voice might be heard, as from the grave, speaking 
to the conscience, as it will do to the affections, of 



ward f Heaven. My seat is now to be vacated t O pray that it 
Bity-non be occupied by one who -shall be more faithful in good 
voric*, more holy and more heavenly-minded than I have ever been. 
Do live as brethren ; be earnest for each other's spiritual good, and 
teoder to each other's infirmities, and live answerably to your 
tyhand holy profession. Wherein I have erred, and gone astray, 
be so kind as to forgive me, and avoid my follies. Receive this af- 1 
fectionate advice in love, as the last expression of my ardent and 
sisterly friendship ; and may we all be prepared to join the Church 
triumphant, and sing with endless rapture the song of Moses and 
the Lamb. Farewell, my dear Friends, my Brothers and Sisters 
dear; the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ make you faithful in 
every good word; strengthen, establish, and comfort you, and 
make you meet For the inheritance of the saints m U&ta. M^j w- 
dent love abides with you ; and now 1 bid you— ¥as?nt\\. 



36 

all who read this volume ; telling them,— -whet] 
they be in the spring of youth, the summer of m; 
hood, the autumn of declining life, or the win 
of old age, — that the period to each of them v 
soon arrive, when nothing will comfort, and soot 
and sustain their spirits, trembling on the verge 
an eternal worhUbut the faith and the hope in whi 
she lived and died, and of which she is now enjc 
ing the uncreated substance, and the unming] 
fruition, in the regions of eternal purity and love 
Blessed are the dead which die in the Lordfr 
henceforth : Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may r 
from their labours, and their works do follow them? 
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LETTER TO HISS E. A. OF BEVEELY. 

Beverly f Sept 21, 1806. 
It was with peculiar pleasure I received your edifying 
epistle, ray dear Miss A. and with similar sensations I 
resume my pen to answer it. Though I am sensible I 
dull not write with accuracy or coherence, yet I will 
not consume a page in apology. 

How vain, how transitory, are all the enjoyments of 
lime and sense 1 They can never satisfy the desires of 
our immortal minds! Real felicity they cannot impart. 
Let us then look upon them with a noble indifference ; and 
as they must one day appear unworthy the attention of 
immortal beings, what folly, what madness, to seek for 
permanent and solid happiness here ! We have immortal 
souls that must exist for ever in consummate felicity, or 
endless misery. We are hastening to eternity, and must 
soon appear before the tribunal of Christ, to render a strict 
and impartial account of the deeds done in the body ; and 
can we then devote our time and attention to the pursuit 
of terrestrial pleasures ! Young gives us a very excellent 
caution : 

" Beware what earth calls happiness ; beware 
«• All joys, but joys that never can expire." 
We *re probationers for eternity. We are formvc^ drat* 
mm, mod performing actions, for a never-«&&&& * 

D 
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existence. Time is short. Months and years fly awaj 
with velocity, never, never to return. 

O let it be our concern to improve every moment foi 
our present and eternal good ! May we devote our remain- 
ing days to God, and sit under the shadow of the Redeemer 
with great delight. He is the Rose of Sharon, and the 
Lily of the vallies ; the chiefest among ten thousands, and 
altogether lovely. O that I could say without a doubt, 
" My Beloved is mine, and I. am his!" God grant we 
may not deceive ourselves ; but be advocates for his holy 
religion, till our latest breath. 

May Heaven bless you temporally and spiritually. At 
the throne of Almighty grace, plead for your unworthy 
friend, &c. 

Journal, 1807. 
Sept. 6. Sabbath Day. Attended church, and heard 
the sublime doctrines of the gospel declared by a minister 
from Gloucester. O what a mercy is it that I can some- 
times hear ! O may I practise the duties enjoined ; and 
not be like the stony ground hearers, who receive the 
word with joy, but having no root, they «ndure but for a 
time, and when troubles arise fall away. But may 1 
follow my Lord joyfully even unto death. May I glorify 
him here on earth. O Lord, deliver me from the thou- 
sands of temptations that beset me at every step ! O 
leave me not to my own wicked heart ; but enable me to 
put my trust in thee alone I 

Sept. 10. This day I am sixteen years old. O to 
what little purpose have I lived so many years I For 
what was I made, but to serve and glorify God ? And 
yet what have I done, but rebel against isim ? How 
justly might he now consign me over to the- gloomy 
regions of sorrow and despair, where the 'least glttnpse 
of hope van never, never cornel ^Surely he is good, and 
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his mercy endures for ever ; else I had long ago been in 
Hell, reaping the reward of my doings. Bless the Lord^O 
my soul ; and all that is within me, bless his holy name I 
let me never forget this kiiid, this gracious God ! 

The year past has been the most distinguished year 
of my life. My mind has been very seriously impress- 
ed with the truth and importance of religion, and I 
trust has embraced it. O that this year may place 
me in the Paradise of my God, to go no more out for 
erer ; there to sit and sing the song of redeeming love 
through a never ending eternity ! When shall I be ; 
with my God, never to leave or grieve him more ? O 
thou Searcher of hearts, and Trier of reins, wilt thou 
protect and bless me this year ? O prepare me for all 
the trying scenes of life t However long or short my 
life may be, it makes no difference with me, if every 
moment be well improved. 

Sept. II. Went to Mr D.'s and conversed with him 
some time. He gave me such advice as I never had 
before. O may I improve it to my everlasting good 1 
how sweet were his words ; but how few of them caii 
this treacherous memory retain ! They ought to be 
engraven on my heart, never to be forgotten* May 
he live long to be a blessing to this wicked genera- 
tion ; and when death shall summon him to bid adieu to 
earthly things, may he enter the regions of endless bliss. 

Sept. 13. Felt very serious and solemn to-day. I 
view religion of more importance than ever. O, I wonder 
how a person can live unmindful of Christ, and his dying 
love ! O how wretched, how inconceivably wretched must 
that person be, who places all his happiness in this sinful 
world I O what must be his feelings in the near view of 
death and eternity. 
Sept. How I long for the conversion oi tcrj 
companions! O could they realize lV\cu 2^l\A€\^^ v 
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without an interest in the great Redeemer, they certain"3 
could not rest easy ! But alas I they appear very indiffw 
ent with regard to eternal things. 

Was propounded for admission into the church by Mr 
D. of Marblehead. This night I made the solemn dedi- 
cation of myself to God in writing * 

Sept. 15. Felt very unwell. Sickness is as pleasant as 
health, if I can but enjoy a holy God. O for perfect con- 
formity to him ! 

Sept. 1 7. Attended the funeral of Mr W. D/s daughter. 
Heard an excellent prayer ; but alas ! I have reason to 
lament that it makes no more impression upon my hard 
heart. O that all who attended may be prepared for their 
own latter end ! 



Id the course of the correspondence which Mies W. at this 
time carried on with Miss Atwood, she appears to have 
stated the impressions which she had felt on two tdhcting 
occasions referred to in the Journal, vis. Miss D.'s death v 
and her own admission, for the first time, ts the ordinance 
of the Lord's Supper. Her letters on these occasions have 
not been preserved. The three following Letters from Miss 
Atwood, appear to have been written in answer to them, 
and are therefore inserted. Kn» 

FROM MISS H. ATWOOD TO MISS WOODBURY. 

Bradford Academy, Sept 1807. 
How solemn, my dear Miss W. is the idea, that we 
must soon part ! Solemn as it is, yet what is it, when 
compared with parting at the bar of God, and being se- 
parated through all eternity ! Religion is worth our at- 
tention ; and every moment of our lives ought to be de- 
voted to its concerns. Time is short, but eternity is long; 



* Tbi§ was in the words of Doddridge. Se* *'v&c «sA Yto^gresa, 
chapter 17. 
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and when we have once plunged into that fathomless 
\ abyss, our situation will never be altered. If we have 
served God here, and prepared for death, glorious will be 
our reward hereafter. But if we have not, and have har- 
dened our hearts against the Lord, our day of grace will 
be past, and our souls irrecoverably lost. Oh then, let 
us press forward, and seek and serve the Lord here, that 
we may enjoy him hereafter. Favour me with frequent 
visits while we are together, and when we part, let epis- 
tolary visits be constant. Adieu. Yours, &c. 



FROM MISS H. ATWOOD. 

Bradford Academy, Sept. 1807. 

As we are candidates for eternity, how careful ought 
ve to be that religion be our principal concern. Per- 
haps this night our souls may be required of us — we may 
end our existence here, and enter the eternal world. Arc 
we prepared to meet our Judge? Do we depend upon 
Christ's righteousness for acceptance ? Are we convinced 
of our own sinfulness, and inability to help ourselves ? 
Is Christ^ love esteemed more by us than the friendship 
of this world ? Do we feel willing to take up our cross 
daily and follow Jesus ? These questions, my dear Miss 
W. are important ; and if we can answer them in the af- 
6rmatlve, we are prepared for God to require our souls of 
us when he pleases. 

May the Spirit guide you, and an interest in the Sa- 
viour be given you ! Adieu. 

Wednesday Afternoon, 8 o'clock. 

FROM HARRIET ATWOOD, TO~MISS WOODBURY. 

Haverhill, Oct 
Once more, my. dear. Miss W. 1 take ti^ ^e&. 
**pt writing a few lines to you, ShfcW t&\«<Kt\*i» 

2b 
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theme ? What other subject can 1 choose, that will be 
of any importance to our immortal souls? How little do 
we realize that we are probationers for eternity ? We 
have entered upon an existence that will never end ; and 
in the future world shall either enjoy happiness unspeak- 
ably great, or suffer misery in the extreme, to all eterni- 
ty. We have every inducement to awake from the sleep 
of death, and to engage in the cause of Christ. In this 
time of awful declension, God calls loudly upon us to en- 
list under his banners, and promote his glory in a sinful, 
stupid world. If we are brought from a state of dark* 
ness into God's marvellous light, and are turned from 
Satan to the Redeemer, how thankful ought we to be! 
Thousands of our age are at this present period going on 
in thoughtless security ; and why are we not left ? It is 
of God's infinite mercy and free unbounded grace. Can 
we not with our whole hearts bow before the King of 
ki"gs, and say, " Not unto us, not unto us, but to thy 
name he all the glory ?" Oh, my dear Miss W. why are 
our affections placed one moment upon this world, when 
the great things of religion are of such vast importance ? 
Oh that God would rend his heavens and come down, 
and awaken our stupid, drowsy senses. What great 
reason have I to complain of my awfully stubborn will, 
and mourn my unworthy treatment of the Son of God ? 
Thou alone, dear Jesus, canst soften the heart of stone, 
and bow the will to thy holy sceptre. Display thy pow- 
er in our hearts, and make us fit subjects for thy king- 
dom above. 

How happy did I feel when I read your affectionate 
epistle ; and that happiness was doubly increased, when 
you observed, that you should, on the Sabbath succeed- 
xn/o be engaged in the most solemn itwna&c&ott t& ^grc- 
nig yourself to God publicly in *a e\ei\a&Ufcfc wnaiu 
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My sincere desire and earnest prayer at the throne of 
grace shall ever be, that you may adorn the profession 
which you have made, and become an advocate for the 
religion of Jesus. 

Let us obey the solemn admonitions we daily receive, 
and prepare to meet our God. May the glorious and 
Messed Redeemer, who can reconcile rebellious mortals to 
Hnelf, make us both holy, that we may be happy. 
Write soon and often. I am yours affectionately, &c. 

Sept. lp. "Communion with God! O how sweet and 
desirable ! The high and lofty One, who inhabits eter- 
nity, condescends to hear our prayers. How ought I to 
spend my days, since all the grace I need to do his will, 
Jesus is ready to bestow. He says, " Ask, and ye shall 
receive." I need only to repair to him, tell my wants, 
L and ask wisdom, and he will give me that pearl of great 
price, which is of more value than all the riches of this 
world. 

The past week one of my fellow mortals was consigned 
to her kindred dust. She was called home in the morn- 
ing of life, before she was capable of knowing good from 
evil. O may this afflictive event be sanctified to the 
mourning relatives ! While the youthful parents ponder 
in silent grief over their early bereavement, O may 
they learn to apply their hearts unto wisdom, and justify 
God ! May it teach me also, and my young companions, 
the frailty of life and the certainty of death. O may it 
cause them seriously to meditate on death and eternity. 
They have often been reminded of these solemn things ; 
but alas ! I fear with no good effect. O that this may 
prove an effectual warning f— Gracious Godl \m^tvsk\\ 
on their memories, that they too must 4\e \ vx& tu&& 
Asm wining in the day of thy power, 
&pt. 21. O the worth of an immorXal w&A ^ ^ 
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continue to exist when time is swallowed up in eternity. 
This surely should be the theme of constant reflection. 
In all our worldly concerns, we should keep eternity ia 
view. Then would the amusements of this world become 
insipid, and religion appear of all things the most impor- 
tant. 

Sept. 24. Attended a lecture, but alas ! could not hettj 

ye 4ear children of God, who can bear sermon ate 
sermon, may you make a wise improvement of all these 
advantages, while it is in your power ! Come, O my soul, 
bow in holy submission to the will of God ! Let not a 
repining thought arise in this heart. Let not a word flow 
from these lips, which indicates discontentment with tbe 
allotments of Providence. 

Sept. 26. Saturday. Visited Mr, D . O thou who 

art perfectly acquainted with the inmost recesses of my 
heart ! O, I beseech thee, if I am deceived, to make known 
to me the deception 1 O may my affections, desires, and 
hopes, centre in Christ ! May I build upon this sure 
Foundation for time and eternity ! O thou blessed Jesus! 
condescend to visit me early with thy mercy, that I may 
be glad and rejoice all my days. O be thou the guide of 
my youth, the strength of my riper years, and my ever- 
lasting portion, and I am satisfied. 

Alas ! I intended to devote the greater part of this 
night to prayer ; but feel so unwell and so drowsy, that 

1 fear I shall hold out but a short time. O graqious God I 
fit me for the solemn duties before me ; divest my miud 
of every worldly thought, and fit me to partake of the 
sacramental bread and wine. Blessed Saviour, con- 
descend to grant my request. O be with me in to-mor- 
row's solemn transaction. 

Sept. 27* Sabbath eve. This day I ^M^rn^- 
self to God, and was permitted to commemo\^^^s 
viour's dying love* O wbM» ft yrouder ite"V)to\os 
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iworthy of mortals, should be brought to the marriage- 
ipper of the Lamb ! 

A most excellent sermon was preached from these 
wds, " I lore them that love me ; and those that seek 
e early shall find me" Much was said to the youth. 
I have now made a profession of the Christian reli- 
on, and given myself up to God in my youthful years, 
trust I shall ever find satisfaction in what I have 
one. I have done it in the vigour of health, in the prime 
f my age. I choose to take up the cross, and daily to fol- 
wthe blessed Jesus, rather than indulge myself in youth- 
1 pleasures. Indeed I have not the least wish for the 
un amusements of life. Religion only is capable of 
iving that happiness which will remain, when every 
arthly comfort fails. If we are destitute of this, we are 
estitute of every thing which can render us truly ami- 
We in life, and happy through death and eternity. 

Oct. 8. I find I am easily susceptible of that hateful, 
hat detestible sin, anger. Though I abhor it, yet it still 
mains in this depraved heart. O for a complete victory ! 

To-morrow is the blessed day. I always long for the 
Bturn of the Sabbath. Though it is seldom I hear the 
•reached word, I love to join with the dear saints in 
worshipping God. 

Oct. 5. Again visited the house of mourning. O how 
1st we drop into the silent grave! Relentless death 
matches the parent from the children, and the children 
rom the parent. Lord sanctify this bereavement to sur- 
iving relatives and friends. O give them those heaven- 
f joys, which far surpass all earthly comforts. May 
ley so consider their latter end, as to apply their hearts 
nto wisdom. Lord enable the parents to bring up their 
maining children in the nurture and admonition of the 
ord. And may they have grace to flee all youthful 
unities, and remember their Creator in their early days. 
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O may their tender minds be impressed with the import- 
ance of religion. May they aspire after durable enjoy- 
ments, even those which are never-fading. Lord prepare 
them for an early or later death, and at last receive thai j 
into the mansions of bliss, which thou hast prepared fir | 
all those who love and serve thee* O may the coop* 
nions of the deceased take this into serious consideration 
and prepare for death, judgment, and eternity. 

Nov. 1. Sabbath. O how can 1 express my thanfats 
the lovely Saviour for instituting this sacred day 1 1 
went almost entirely stupid to the house of God ; W 
there those feelings were revived that had lain so ksj 
dormant. O thanks, thanks be to the great Redeems} , 
who was made a curse for us, who has suffered in oV 
stead, to purchase for us eternal salvation, which is fret 
for the vilest of sinners ! How ought I to mourn my in* 
grateful treatment of the Son of God 1 How often have I 
wounded and grieved himl Dear Jesus, O forgive me 1 Par* 
don my aggravated transgressions, and receive me into thy 
favour, which I esteem more than all the glories of thk 
transitory world. O give me strength in time to cocoe, 
that I may be more engaged to promote thy glory in ft 
stupid world ! O make me a sanctified vessel, though of 
the meanest use ! 

Nov. 2. To-morrow, by divine leave, I expect to go to 
Bradford with my sister. May God bless the visit. 
may my conversation be such as becometh the gospel tf 
Christ. 

Nov. 4. Yesterday my sister and I rode to my beloved 
Bradford. This afternoon returned with the amiable 
and pious N. H. 

By hearing good conversation, my feelings are some* 
what revived. When I left home, I was almost entirely 
stupid. O how shameful for me to \» a\wg>\d, vitaa 1 
have always so much to awaken tne\ O Ww \\\\X^ to 
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re the most glorious and most excellent of beings, if I 
e at all ! O what an ungrateful, stupid heart is mine ! 
Nov. 14. Saturday Eve. With another Sabbath in 
w I resume my pen. I have been informed that P. 
, wishes to join the church. Mr D. says she gives sa- 
Eactory evidence of a change of heart. O may she be 
sincere advocate for the religion of Jesus ! How beau- 
til to see the youth openly professing the name of 
arist! How pleasing to every benevolent mind to see 
em forsaking the vanities of this ungodly world, and 
voting their early days to the service of the great Re- 
emer. O what vast encouragement is given to youth 
seek God in the morning of life. This is certainly the 
ttt favourable season for becoming religious. 

{Miss Woodbury "having wrote to Miss At wood about this time, 
very probably mentioning the above circumstance of their 
young acquaintance, Miss P. W. applying for admittance to 
•Church fellowship, Miss A. appears to have sent the fol- 
lowing answer.] 

1'ROM HARRIET ATWOOD, TO MISS WOODBURY. 

HaverM, Dec. 2, 1807. 
Most sincerely do i thank you, my dear Miss W. for 
four kind and affectionate epistle, which you last favour* 
ed me with. Are religion and the concerns of futurity 
Mill the object of your attention ? New scenes daily open 
toy 3, and there is the greatest reason to fear, that some 
of us will fall short at last of an interest in Jesus Christ* 
A few more rising and setting suns, and we shall be call- 
3d to give an account to our final Judge, of the manner 
n which we have improved our probationary state ; then, 
hen, the religion which we profess,— will it stand the 
*tt ? Oh, let us, with the greatest care, examine ourselves, 
*d see if our religion will cover us from \lve storcu* 
«we wrath whether our chief desire is \o 
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God, to honour his cause, and to become entirely devote 
to him. What a word is eternity ! Let us reflect op 
on it ; although we cannot penetrate into its unsearcbtW 
depths ; yet, perhaps, it may have an impressive weigl 
upon our minds, and lead us to a constant preparation f 
that hour, when we shall enter the confines of that stit 
and be either happy or miserable through an endless (h 
ration. 

Last evening I attended a conference at Mr H.'a, 1 
B. addressed us from these words, " I pray thee havei 
" excused.** His design was to shew what excuses t 
unconverted person will make for not attending to t 
calls of religion. It was the most solemn conference 
ever heard. Oh ! my friend, of what infinite importan 
is it, that we be faithful in the cause of our Master, ai 
use all our endeavours to glorify him, the short space •< 
time we have to live on earth. Oh ! may we so liv 
that when we are called to enter the eternal world, i 
may with satisfaction give up our accounts, and go whei 
we can behold the King in his glory. We have ever 
thing to engage us in the concerns of our immortal soali 
If we will but accept of Christ Jesus as he is freely offere 
to us in the gospel, committing ourselves unreserved} 
into his hands, all will be ours ; life and death, thing 
present and things to come. We should desire to be he 
ly as God is holy. And in some degree we must be he 
ly, even as he is, or we never can enter that holy hahiti 
tion where Jesus dwells. 

Oh 1 my dear Miss W. I cannot but hope that youar 
now engaged for Christ, and are determined not to U 
this world any longer engross your attention. Be can 
stant in prayer. Pray that your friend Harriet may n 
longer be so stupid and inattentive to the great concern 
of religion. Pray that she may be at fcota. xfeia k 
thargic st*te, and attend to Cfamt'ft csft. WvCtv n3w 
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trace I bid you adieu, my dear Miss W. Do favour me 
with a long epistle ; tell me your feelings ; how you view 
the character of God in the atonement for sinners. May 
we have a part in that purchase J Remember your friend. 

journal, 1808. 
Jan. 16. I am resolved by divine assistance to spend 
my time in a better .manner, and to redeem more of it 
from sleep, from vain conversation, and from other things 
which bave hitherto engaged my attention. I intend to 
spend more time in retirement— in communing with my 
heart, and with my God. Let my conversation be in 
heaven. I will read and meditate more and oftener, if 
possible, upon divine things. O Lord, assist me in put- 
ting my resolutions into practice. Preserve me from 
embracing any thing that may dishonour thy cause, or in- 
jure my immortal soul. 

[Miss Atwood having received a letter from Miss Woondry 
on the consolations of the godly on the approach of death, 
writes as follows.] 

*R0M HAKRIET ATWOOD, TO MISS F. WOODBURY. 

Haverhill, Ftb. 13, 1808. 
Accept, my dear Miss W. my sincere thanks for your 
last epistle. Your ideas of the necessity of religion in 
the last extremity; of expiring nature, perfectly coincide 
>ith mine. Yes, although we may reject the Saviour, 
and become engaged in the concerns of this vain and 
wicked world; although while in youth and health we 
may live as though this world were our home ; yet, when 
the hour of dissolution shall draw near, when eternity 
shall be unfolded to our view, what at that trying nip* 
ment will be our consolation, but an assurance of ^ucdaoai 
guilt, and an interest in the merits of ChrisUW^^xcv- 
We are now probationers for a never-^\tv^\aXfc *l 

E 



60 



Memoirs and Writings 



existence, and are forming characters, upon which <w 
future happiness or misery depends. Oh, if wecoul 
only have a sense of these all important considerations!* 
How criminally stupid are we, when we know that the 
are eternal realities I Why are we not alive to God ai 
our duty, and dead to sin ? This world is a state of tria 
a vale of tears, it is not our home. But an eternity 
happiness or woe hangs on this inch of time. Soon * 
our state be unalterably fixed. Oh, let this solemn a 
siderdtion have its proper weight on our minds, and 
us now be wise for eternity. 

How little are w« engaged to promote the interests 
religion 1 At this day, when the love of many was 
cold, and iniquity increaseth, how ought every faculty 
our souls to be alive to God. 

Do write often, and perhaps the blessing of an all-w 
God may attend your epistles. In your earnest supj 
cations at the throne of Almighty grace, remember y< 
affectionate, though unworthy friend* 

April 21. Next Sabbath I am to commemorate \ 
dying love of my Redeemer. But is he mine ? An 
united to him by a living, operative faith ? Am I will; 
to forsake every thing for him ? Do I love him ? D 
hate sin, not only considered in its destructive tenden 
but as the murderer of my Saviour ? Blessed Jesus, 
I thine? Do I love thee above every thing else? I thi 
I do. O for a more firm trust in him, and more ii 
mate communion with him ! What means all this ba 
wardness, dulness, and stupidity ? Are these consist 
with a state of grace ? Shew me, dear Lord, O disco 
to me my situation. Let me not be deceived. 
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[The following Letter from Miss Atwood, was wrote only a 
few days before the death of her Father.] 

FSOM MISS HARRIET ATWOOD, TO MISS WOODBURY. 

Haverhill, 'April 30, 1808. 
This morning, my beloved Miss W. your kind epistle 
was handed me, in which you express a wish, that it 
might find me engaged in the cause of God. Oh that 
your wish could be gratified f But let me tell you, I am 
M the same careless, inattentive creature.— -What in 
this world can we find capable of satisfying the desires of 
our immortal souls ? Not one of the endowments which 
are derived from any thing short of God, will avail us 
in the solemn and important hour of death. All the 
vanities which the world terms accomplishments, will then 
appear of little value. Yes, my beloved companion, in 
that moment we shall find that nothing will suffice to hide 
the real nakedness of the natural mind A but the furnished 
robe, in which the child of God shines with purest lus* 
tre— the Saviour's righteousness* Oh ! that we might, 
by the assistance of God, deck our souls with the all* 
perfect rule ! Our souls are of infinite importance, and an 
eternity of misery, " where the worm dieth not, and the 
fire is not quenched," awaits us, if we do not attend to 
their concerns. I should be happy, my amiable friend, 
in visiting you this spring ; but with reluctance I must 
decline your generous offer. A dear and beloved parent 
is in a declining state of health, and we fear, if indulgent 
heaven do not interpose, and stop the course of his sick- 
ness, death will deprive us of his society, and the grave 
open to receive him. O that his life might be spared, 
and his health once more established to cheer his family 
and friends ! But in all these afflictive dispensations of 
God's providence, may it ever be my ^tajesr, w 
r ' will, O Lord 7 but thine be done." 
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I do not expect to attend Bradford Academy this sum- 
mer. We shall have a school in Haverhill, which, with 
my parents* consent, I expect to attend. Do visit me 
this spring, my dear Miss W. ; your letters are always 
received with pleasure. My best wishes for your present 
and eternal happiness attend you. I am yours, &c. 

May 10, Harriet's father is dead. This dear, tin 
amiable girl has followed to the gloomy grave her bo* 
loved parent. O that God* the almighty God, would 
comfort and support ber under all her trials ! 

[Letter from Miss Atwood to Miss Woodbuky, wrote imme- 
diately after the death of Miss At wood's Father.] 
FEOM MIS8 HARRIET ATWOOD. 

Haverhill, May 24, 1808. 
In the late trying and afflictive scenes of God's provi* 
dence, which I have been, called to pass through, I have 
flattered myself, that the tenderest sympathy has been 
awakened in the heart of my beloved Fanny. Oh my com* 
pan ion ! this is a scene peculiarly trying to me. How 
much do my circumstances require* every divine conso- 
lation and direction, to make this death a salutary warn- 
ing to me 1 The guardian of my tender years, he who, 
under God, has been made an instrument in giving me 
existence ; my father, my nearest earthly friend, where is 
he ? The cold clods of the valley cover him, and the 
worms feed upon bis cold and lifeless body. Can it be 
that I am left fatherless? Heart-rending reflection! Oh 
my dear, dear Miss W. may you never be left to mourn 
the loss which I now experience ! Oh that your parents 
may be spared to you, and you ever honour them, and 
be a blessing to them, even in their declining years. 
Glance a thought on nine fatherless cYuXfaen, «x& t 
widowed and afflicted mother. But « *e f&xtataa 
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Oh may we never be friendless ! May he who has pro* 
mised to be the Father of the fatherless, and the widow's 
God, enable us to rely upon him, and receive grace to 
help in this time of need ; and although the present af- 
fliction is not joyous but grievous, oh that it may be 
instrumental in working out a far more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory ! 

Do come and see me.— I long once more to embrace 
my friend, and to tell her what I owe her for all her fa- 
vours. Adieu, my beloved Miss W. ; receive this as a 
token of renewed affection from your, &c. 

May 15. Eliza, my dear sister, is very sick. .A few 
hours, and her state will be fixed. 1 must follow to the 
grave another sister, a dear, dear child. I have no hope 
of ber life. That dear, that sprightly child must find a 
mansion in the tomb. No longer shall these ears hear 
her charming voice ; nor these arms fold her to my long* 
9 : ing bosom. For some time she has been speechless* 
H i Dear, dear child, how much you suffer ! O that the Al- 
mighty God would make her the subject of renewing 
grace ! O Lord,, fit he» to inhabit the regions of bliss- 
give me strength to bear all the trials which await 
me, without one repining word, or murmuring thought. 
Let me ever say,. « Not my will* but thine be done." 

May 16. Eliza is gone— my dear, my lovely sister* 
She has passed the vale of death, and is now, I trust, in 
I glory. I was with, her in her last moments, watched her 
f dying pillow, anil saw her expire. It was my earnest prayer 
that she might depart in peace, and it was a comfort to 
me, that she died like a lamb. Lord, let this affliction 
be sanctified to the family ! O fit me for my latter end,. 
which I view to be near t Let my \a&t 
qtiil and peaceful as hers. 

it^**' n «eflj e *awa y , and I do no\*iuv£*» 

tome I am as vile a being aa wex vofca^ 
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this guilty world. All is mixed with sin. Every thing 
appears hateful on the review, and ought to be repented 
of. Alas, alas I woe is me ! I am unclean. Sinful, vile 
wretch ! Ts God holy ?' How then can he bear with a worm, 
who deserves hell every day ! O it is mercy, it is all 
merry ! Be thankful, O my soul, and bless bis holy name, 

Sept. 10. This day I am 17 years old. I do not ex- 
pect to see 17 years more ; nor do I wish so, unless I can 1 
be useful. I can hardly reconcile myself to the idea of a 
long life. So sluggish, so stupid, so careless have I been, 
that if the future should be spent in such a manner, alas! 
my soul shrinks at the idea. O Lord, fit me for death. 

Sept. 24e. Felt some freedom in approaching to God. 

the felicity of one moment's communion with Godf 
If it is so sweet to draw nigh to him here, O what will 
it be to see him face to face in heaven ? Can I, O can I 
live without him ! If I love any thing more than God, 

1 do not love him at all. Let me then look into my 
heart. Is there any one thing I prize more than God ? 
I think I can say I see the vanity of this world, and 
find it can afford me no solid satisfaction* O why should 
I live, but to serve and glorify God I 

Oct. 29. I have returned from the gay companions 
with whom I am obliged to associate, glad to retire to my 
chamber. I have endeavoured to look within, and find 
I have more reason for doubts and fears than ever. I 
believe Christians exercise much self-denial ; but wherein 
do I deny myself? There is sometimes a great deal of 
levity in my manners ; and often, after I have indulged 
it for a moment, I am cut to the heart. Such solemn 
scenes are before us, that it seems a wonder that any can 
be gay- I think the Saviour is precious to me, and I 
■know not whom I do love, i£ I\<ne nol Yvvrcu 
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Nov. ig. One more week is past, and I am hastening 
to the silent tomb. I have been apprized of the death of 
Mrs Emerson. She is gone to be known on earth, no 

* more. Shall I not learn to value more that precious Sa* 
^ vwur who appeared for her, supported and comforted her 

in the hour of death ? O may I have that religion which 
nn hers, and say in my last moments, as she did, " My 
Jens is mine, and I am his !" 

Dec. 1. Thanksgiving. This I expect will prove the 
kst anniversary of this- kind I shall ever live to see. By 
tht return of another, Fanny'p remains may be moulder- 
ing binder the clods of the valley. No matter how soon, 
[ if death fixes me in the embraces of my God and Saviour* 

* " Farewell to sin and sorrow ; I bid you all adieu." 

LETTER TO MISS N. B. OF BEVEKLY. 

^ My deab Nancy, Without date. 

\}\ How awfut, how dangerous is the situation of the im- 

si penitent sinner ! He is going on in opposition to a holy 

i. God, violating his reasonable commands, rejecting Jesus 
Christ the Redeemer, and grieving the Holy Spirit. He 

? hangs on the brink of eternal wo, suspended by the slen- 

* . der thread of life. O, if this thread should break, while 

he continues incorrigible, what must be his portion! 
Eternal truth shall answer, " Depart from me, ye cursed, 
into everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his 
angels." O Nancy ! how dreadful the sentence ! What 
a hell of hells must it be to be separated from God, the 
only source of happiness ! Alas f my heart shrinks from 
the idea. How can we think of taking up our eternal 
abode with devils and damned spirits, to join in bias- 
pheming an Almighty God ( Is not t\ie &<ra^fft. 
treating? Then let us be up and dotag* and ^le&ttSt^voto 
the kingdom of heaven. 
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Do you, Nancy, feel happy ? Do you think you could e 

be happy in heaven, with the heart you now possets? i 

Heaven is a place of perfect holiness. Now, unless we i 
be holy^vain is the idea of ever being inhabitants of those 

blessed mansions. Thus saith the Lord, " Be ye bol/, | 

for I am holy." Though we lead a moral life, yet if m j 
hearts remain unrenewed, what will it avail ? God loth 

at the heart. He sees our every thought. Even shorn! . 

we deceive ourselves and others, still we cannot deceive ] 

him. We are prone to flatter ourselves, and think all if j 

well. Then let us cry with holy David, " Search ne, I 

God, and know my heart; try me and know my 1 
thoughts ; and see if there be any wicked way in me, ■ 
and lead me in the way everlasting." ^ 

Journal, 1809. 
March 18. Since I last wrote, I have been confined by 
sickness. I have had the same fever which terminated 
the earthly existence of my beloved sister Eliza. I view- 
ed myself as near the grave, and soon to enter upon an 
eternal state. I felt weaned from all earthly enjoyments, 
and I think entirely resigned to the sovereign will of God, 

1 even felt reluctant to the idea of staying longer in this 
vain world. My desire was to be holy like God, and 
for ever to dwell with him. Bat God had determined 
otherwise. I an/spared a while ;— raised from a weak and 
debilitated state to comfortable health. And O that the 
remainder of my life may be spent in communing and 
walking with God I 

March 31. I am more and more impressed with a sense 
of the vanity of this deceitful world. To-day my thoughts 
have been much employed on this theme. What ace 
carnal pleasures to a soul just entering eternity \ Caxv >3ca 
dying have any relish for vain amusemcax.^^ K 
djring-bed*m .what is it? To be ejn*ci»AsA wria. esteems 
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weakness and excruciating pain, without the comforts of 
religion, without an interest in a bleeding Saviour— what 
heart can conceive, what pen can delineate, the affecting 
scene ! O let sinners fear and tremble ! O my sou], 
ponder on this weighty subject ; and flee for refuge to the 
benevolent Saviour. 

April 5. To-morrow is proclaimed a day of public 
tasting. O that we as a nation may fast as becometh 
us! Much, very much, do we need humiliation. May 
I be active in preparing for the approaching morn. May 
I mourn for myself and my fellow mortals, deplore our 
vile ingratitude, and invoke the blessings of injured 
heaven to rest ujxrn us. 

April 6. Evening, This anniversary is gone for ever. 
What good have I derived ? What have been my motives 
in attending public worship ? Did I go to pay homage to 
Jehovah ? or was I influenced by sordid views ? Have I 
applied the sermons to my own heart ? Do I grieve for 
the sins of others, and earnestly pray for their salvation ? 
let me thoroughly investigate my heart, and search 
out its latent evils. From that contaminated fountain 
proceed all sinful actions. O how important the injunc- 
tion of the wise man, " Keep thy heart with all diligence ; 
for out of it are the issues of life." 

April 29. I fear, I greatly fear, my pretences to reli- 
gion are hypocritical. Is it possible ! Can I, O can I be 
bo base, as to profess religion, and my heart remain a 
stranger to it ! I may deceive myself and others, but an 
omniscient God I can never deceive. O should I be 
found destitute of genuine religion — a nominal, but not a 
real Christian— a professor, but not a possessor f— the 
thought is terror to my mind. O what accumulated 
iniquity to pretend to serve God, when we are serving 
Satan ! Lord, if I am deceived, suffer me not to retain, 
the deception I 
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To-morrow, if the Lord will, I shall appear in hi* 
sanctuary, and sit at his table. Am I clothed with the 
wedding garment ? O may I be enabled to ascertain my 
case I J list a glimpse of hope beams on my benighted 
soul It is all I have had for some days. Frequently 1 
feel as if I must resign even that, and look on myself * 
a wretched sinner. Long have I been involved in dad* 
ness, Egyptian darkness, occasioned by my inconsisM 
and unholy life. Even when religion is the subject 'i 
conversation, I feel averse to saying any thing. Soak 
thing seems to whisper, " Refrain, base wretch, fm 
talking on that solemn theme : It is not for such hyp 
crites as you." Thus am I harrasscd and tortured df 
and night. Sun of righteousness, illumine my dark ftx 
with thy heavenly rays ! 

May 20. How conspicuous is the goodness of God t 
the sinful, even to me. Ever since I first received th 
gift of life, I have experienced his kind care and prottc 
tion. Many times, when I have been brought to ti 
verge of eternity, he has snatched me from the graft 
and restored me to health. . He has given me many, ver 
many opportunities, to obtain useful and religious knew 
ledge. Surely goodness and mercy have followed me a 
the days of ray life. O what shall I render unto th 
Lord for all his benefits conferred on one so vile, fi 
worthless f Though I have had my share of affliction 
yet I think I can bless God for them, as they were sef 
in infinite wisdom. O that I may adopt the language c 
the poet, 

«* I praise him for all that is past ; 
" I trust him for all that's to come.*' 

May 23. Glory to God for this precious sentence 
" Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the si 
of the world." Well may it be ushered vtv >uU.h the woi 
JUUi That precious blood, vrtvicYv vi** freeVj 
Calvary, can make us clean and ™\v\te. O w*\> 
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his I must lie down in despair. But blessed be God, 
i is precious balm in Gilead, and a glorious Phy- 
i there. O may it be applied to my diseased soul I 
e preciousness of Christ 1 What are perishing worlds, 
ill their vanities, when compared to him ? O who 
I be so foolish, as to slight and neglect the dear Re- 
ler ! 

ay 25. I have attended lecture this afternoon. But 
iow melancholy to enter the house of prayer, the 
i where God's honour dwelleth, and see so few. O 
; a privilege is lost by those who absent themselves 
i the delightful place ! There I sat, and could not 
, when thousands, blessed with hearing, neglect these 
imable opportunities. A price is put into their 
Is to get wisdom, but they have no heart for it. 
lessors are cold and dull. Among these I must rank 
elf. My dear young friends seem engrossed with 
trifles of a day. No one is solicitous to obtain an 
rest in the blood of the Lamb. What shall I say 
e? Alas ! how can I dwell on the melancholy theme ? 
iay 27. Saturday eve, O how much have I thought 
to-morrow I I am apprehensive I shall be dull and 
>id. Is it possible ? Can I as it were sit at the foot 
fie cross, and looking above, see the Lord of glory 
ring for sinners, and not feel the strongest emotions 
love, gratitude, and repentance? Surely there is 
lty in Jesus, sufficient to attract my whole heart. O 
; he would come and manifest himself to my soul, 
hat I could fly on the wings of faith and love, to be* 
1 him, and dwell for ever in his embraces. When 
U it be ? O when ? How long, ere I shall view him 
i to face ? 

T une 25. With what peculiar privileges am I indulged ? 
we this day been to the house of God, axA <&?kr&« 
ited the death of Christ O that I m*y Vel ^ro* 
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fiting appear ! Lord clothe me with humility. I an 
astonished that I have so much pride. How desirable i 
is to be low in the dust, to dwindle into nothing in m\ 
own esteem, that Christ may be all in all. 

July 23. How many poor and benighted pagans tber 
are on our globe ! Involved in the dark labyrinth c 
ignorance and error, they know not a Saviour, nor hi 
dying love. With all their sins about them, they enti 
the world of spirits, and appear before a holy God. Wi 
can but commisserate their hapless state, and endeavor 
to contribute something to meliorate their condition 
They have souls. Yes, souls the poor Indians have, 1 
be saved or lost ; to enjoy the favour of God in heavei 
or sink into the fire that never can be quenched. Tl 
soul of a heathen is precious as mine. But alas ! the 
sit in darkness and the shadow of death. They nev< 
heard salvation's joyful sound. O mighty God, ii 
cline thy children to pray fervently for them wi 
know not thee, and to appropriate a part of their weall 
to the support of missionaries who are gone to the dai 
comers of the earth to promulgate the gospel. O thi 
their exertions may prove successful in winning man 
immortal souls to Christ ! O how delightful must it 1 
to see those who are immersed in darkness, arisir 
from the gloom, and lisping the praises of their God ar 
Redeemer ! O my God, have mercy upon them, an 
teach them the sweet language of Canaan ! 

O how innumerable are my privileges 1 Surely tl 
lines are fallen to me in pleasant places ; I have a good 
heritage. O what shall I render unto the Lord for t 
his benefits to me ! Why am I not a wretched heathe 
ignorant of every thing truly good ? O the distinguisl 
ing love of God I 

dug. 27. I have had a letter from my dear Mend, Ha 
net Atwood. After a long, and to me * ^ait^xiX sfcai 
on her part, she has written to inform tsv* ol Wto 
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state. I cannot but hope she now rejoices in the smiles 
of her Saviour, and feels her soul secure in him. O 
what thanks are due to God for his continued favours ! 
I rejoice that her youthful days are consecrated to Jesus, 
and that she enjoys that peace of mind which passes under- 
standing. O that she may be enabled to live to the 
glory of God .on earth, and at last dwell with him for 
ever and ever ! 

[The following is the letter from Miss At wood above 
alluded to.] 

TO MISS FANNY WOODBURY. 

Haverhill, August 1809.— Sabbath mom. 
A few moments this sacred morning shall £e de- 
voted to my beloved Miss W. After discontinuing for so 
long a period our correspondence, I again address you 
by the endearing title of a friend. I again attempt to 
lay open my heart before you. But what shall I 
say? Shall I tell you, that since I last saw you, I 
We made great progress in divine grace? To you, 
my ever .dear friend, will I unbosom my heart ; to 
you will I describe my feelings. Yes ; I will tell you 
what God has done for my soul. About six weeks since 
he was pleased, in infinite mercy, again to call my at- 
tention to the concerns of my soul ; again to show me 
4e evil of my ways. I have now publicly professed my 
&ith in him. I have taken the vows of the covenant 
upon me, and solemnly surrendered myself to him eter- 
nally. Oh ! Miss W. should I now be left to dishonour 
this holy cause, what would be my eternal condemnation ! 
Oh ! pray for me. Entreat God to have mercy upon 
toe, and keep me from falling. After I left you at the Aca- 
demy, J by degrees grew more and more Tteg^cftfial q{ 
"ous and eternal realities. When 1 review Vta 
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of my life ; when I reflect on the wound 1 have brought 
upon the blessed religion of Jesus, I am constrained to 
cry, Why has God extended his mercy to the vilest of tk 
race of Adam ? Why has he again shewed favour to me 
after I have so wickedly abused his precious invitations 
and grieved his Holy Spirit ? It is a God who is rich ii 
mercy, abundant in goodness, and of great compassion 
that has done these great tilings, as I trust, for me. Hoi 
can I be too much engaged for him, too much conform 
cd to his holy will, after these abundant manifestation 
of his love and mercy. Oh that I could spend my fei 
remaining days as I ought, even entirely devoted to th 
delightful service of the dear Redeemer ! • 

Sabbath eve. I have just returned from the house c 
God, where I have heard two excellent sermons preache* 
by our beloved pastor. What unspeakable privileges wi 
enjoy ! The gospel trump is sounding in our ears ; Jeso 
is proclaimed as " ready and willing to save all ttas 
that come unto God by him." And why, my dear Mia 
Woodbury, are not these privileges taken from us, and give 
to the heathen, who have never heard of a Saviour, am 
are perishing for lack of knowledge? God is indulging m 
with them for wise and holy ends. And if we do ntf 
estimate them according to their real value, and improw 
under the calls and invitations of the Gospel, there wil 
remain for us " no more sacrifice, but a fearful looking 
" for of judgment, and fiery indignation." When sittui{ 
beneath the Gospel's joyful sound, I think I can neve 
again be careless or inattentive to religious concerns 
But how soon does the world intervene between God ant 
my soul ! How soon do the trifling vanitirs of time en 
gross my affections ! Oh, my dear friend ! did you knov 
the temptations with which I am surrounded, I am con 
fidentyou. would pity me, and vatetoeta foe tor *fc th< 
throne of grace. But I ha\ e t\v\s conao\a\AO\*-~S w» * 
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tempted while on earth ; he pities his tempted saints, 
and will surely enable them to persevere unto the end. 
«• He knows what sore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the same." 

I long, dear Miss Woodbury, to sec you ; I long to con- 
verse with you on the great importance of being really chil- 
Iren of God. I long for your assistance while wandering in 
this wilderness. 1 think, if I know my heart, I can say 
I do love God and his children. If I do not love him, if 
I do not love his image whenever I see it, I know not 
vbat I love. Though Providence sees fit to separate us, 
\et let us be active in our endeavours to assist each other 
n our journey to the heavenly Canaan, by our letters and 
sur prayers. 

I have now opened to you my heart. Do write to me ; 
do instruct me in the important doctrines of the Gospel. 
May your journey in this vale of tears be sweetened by 
the presence of the blessed Jesus ! May you go from 
strength to strength ; and when you are released from 
this burden of clay, appear in the heavenly Jerusalem 
before God, and spend an eternity at his right hand, 
where is fulness of joy ? Adieu. I am yours, &c. 

Sepi. 10. I have this day completed the eighteenth 
year of my life. Is it possible ! Can it be J Have I ar- 
rived at such an age, and acquired so little valuable in- 
formation ? What have I been doing for so many years ? 
Why have 1 not been assiduously engaged in meliorating 
my heart, and improving my understanding ? Alas ! how 
dilatory and negligent have I been ? I have been here 
many years, but are any of my fellow mortals the better ? 
Ah I how painful is retrospection ! Is it desirable to live 
to do as I have done? Oh that I could Uvfc fcw^ ycv^- 
uent to the glory of Hun who made me, &\\&. 
very blessing I enjoy. Almighty Tat\\et\ ^csto* xtf? 
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sins, and sanctify my heart. O let me enjoy thy smiles 
during the remainder of my wearisome journey through 
this valley of Baca.* Ere the day close, I will write to 
my dear Harriet. 

[The letter mentioned above is not preserved. The following it 
the answer to it by Miss Atwood.] 

Haverhill, Oct. 12, 180& 
The pleasing sensations, dear Miss Woodbury, which yotf 
letter excited, can better be conceived than described. Your 
affectionate advice I sincerely thank you for. And Oh I 
that I might be enabled to follow it But what shall I 
write you ? Shall I tell you I grow in grace and in con- 
formity to God ? Alas ! I still have reason to lament 
my awful stupidity, my distance from God, and in the 
language of the publican to cry, " God be merciful to 
me a sinner !" " Laden with guilt, a heavy load f op* 
pressed with the temptations of a subtile adversary, tht 
world ever ready to call my affections, how can I be sup- 
ported ? But here, my friend, I find there is a way pro- 
vided, whereby God can be just, and yet justify even met 
In the redemption a Saviour has purchased there is an 
infinite fulness, sufficient to supply all our wants. On 
the precious mount of Calvary hangs .all my hope. It 
his atoning blood, who suffered and died, my sins ca* 
be washed away ; and however vile and loathsome ii 
myself, in him I can find cleansing. What wonderfu 
compassion is displayed in the plan of salvation \ Tht 
the Maker and Preserver of the universe, having a 
things under his controul, should not spare even his ow 
Son, but deliver him up to die on the accursed tree, fc 
mortals who had transgressed his law, and deserve 

* The valley of Baca, or of mulberry trees, v«aa *\>wer\ ^\*ce.- 
Some translate Baca, weeping, or misery. See ^tovx on 
xxxir. 6. 
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I eternal misery ! This mystery of mysteries the angels 
desire to look into. That the just should endure the 
agonies of a painful and ignominious death for the unjust, 
is what we cannot comprehend. But, my friend, what 
must be our situation to all eternity, if, after such won- 
derful compassion, we should fall short of an interest in 
the death of Jesus ? How awful must be the sentence 
that will be passed upon us who sit under the Gospel's 
joyful sound, if we slight the offers of salvation ? Oh, 
may this never be our situation ! But by unfeigned re- 
pentance and cordial submission to the blessed Redeemer, 
and by lives spent in his service, may we be prepared 
to join the society of the redeemed above I 
Yesterday afternoon I attended a lecture in the Aca- 
r demy at Bradford. The emotions which vibrated in my 
mind, while sitting in this seminary of learning, I cannot 
f describe. Imagination recalled those scenes which I had 
:• witnessed in that place. That season was a precious one 
> to many souls, when the Spirit of God moved among us, 
and compelled sinners to tremble and earnestly enquire 
r what they should do to inherit eternal life. But those 
■ days are past. No more do I hear my companions ex- 
claiming, "Who can dwell with devouring fire ? Who can 
inherit everlasting burnings ?" No more do I hear souls, 
*ho for years have been under the bondage of sin, ex- 
Haim, " Come, and I will tell you what God hath done 
for me." He has, I hope, " delivered me from the 
Wrible pit and miry clay ; has established my goings, 
and put a new song into my mouth, even praise to his 
flame." But under these r general declensions from the 
truth of the gospel, still " the Lord doeth ail things 
*vell." He will revive his work in his own time. He 
will repair the waste places of Z\on, and sycvwsc* 
*£»/7j flock unto him as clouds, and as <\on*s \fc 
Windows. And blessed be his name, Vie uoke&Vfe. 
the honoured instruments in \suMmi^V»V 
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dom. Let us then, my dear Miss Woodbury, exert all our 
faculties to promote his cause. Let us warn sinners of their 
danger, and walk worthy the vocation wherewith we are 
called. Wishing you the light of God's countenance, I 
bid you adieu. 

Sept, 24. Last Sabbath eve my dear brother was unit- 
ed in marriage to Miss N. B.— Many considerations 
combined to render the transaction solemn. O that the 
union may be long and happy. May they set out in the 
fear of God ; in all their ways acknowledge him, shine as 
lights in the world, be instrumental in building up the 
kingdom of Jesus, and preparing each other for glory, 
and at lost be received into heaven, where they neither 
marry, nor are given in marriage. 

Oct. I. How short the time since spring commenced, 
and all nature seemed alive. The fields clad in verdure, 
the gardens decorated with curious flowers ; the trees in 
blossom, the melodious songsters in the groves, inviting 
to rural walks, presented the most beautiful appearances. 
Many a time when I have rambled over the verdant 
fields, I have taken a flower, or blade of grass, which the 
combined exertions of men and angels could never have? 
made, and ruminated on the wisdom and goodness of 
(rod, the infinite ease with which he created this huge* 
globe, and the myriads of living creatures which here ex- 
ist. Nor have I forgotten the three vernal months I at- 
tended the school of Mr P. O how pleasantly they pass* 
ed ! Many of his instructions are fresh in my mind. 
How frequently did he exhort his pupils to attend to the 
concerns of their souls, to devote themselves to their Crea- 
tor, and to seek the one thing needful. How solicitous 
was he to infuse into their minds a \ove oUearfc\\\^fcxvd<riT 
religion. O that they would regard admotafamft.. 
Chi. 29. When I take a retrospect. ot toy 
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am filled with sorrow, wonder, and amazement When 
I rise in the mom, in my poor manner, I mplore of God 
grace and strength to spend the day in holiness. I think 
I will endeavour to depend on Jesus, and maintain a 
strict watch over all my thoughts, words, and actions. 
But alas ! how fickle am 1 ! How soon do I get off my 
guard, and wander on forbidden groun J ! Every day 
furnishes me with additional evidence of the inconstancy 
of my heart. I long to hear from my dear Harriet. 

[The following letter from Miss At wood, is an answer to one which 
appears to have been sent by Miss Woodburv* Its own in- 
trinsic merits, and the light it reflects on some circumstances 
in the history of these two amiable young women, renders it 
worthy of being preserved.] 

TO MI8S F. WOODBURY OF BEVERLY* 

Haverhill, Sabbath eve, Nov. 26, 1809* 
I have this moment received, dear Miss Woodbury, 
your inestimable letter ; in which you affectionately con- 
gratulate me on the happiness of " tasting that the Lord 
is gracious." 

Assailed by temptations, surrounded by the gay and 
thoughtless, and with but few of the humble followers of 
-&lie Lamb to guide me in the path of duty, or to instruct 
me in the great things of the kingdom, what feelings do 
I experience, when receiving from my beloved friend a 
letter, filled not only with assurances of continued affec- 
tion, but with encomiums upon the character of the dear 
ISmanuel, as being " the chief among ten thousands, 
" and altogether lovely." Often does my heart glow 
with gratitude to the Parent of mercies, for bestowing on 
me such a favour, as one friend to whom i c&w 
the secret recesses of my heart, and v?\yotv\ 
converse upon the important doctrines of \he £0«^» 
«a eternal state of felicity prepared for tYvo** ^ w 
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have been washed and made white in the blood of the 
Lamb." 

Have not you, my friend, often felt, when conversing 
upon these great truths, a flame of divine love kindle in \ 
your heart ; and have you not solemnly resolved, that 
you would live nearer to the blessed Jehovah ? 

I have this day been permitted to worship God in his 
earthly courts. How unspeakably great are the privi- 
leges with which we are indulged in this land of gospel 
light ! The Sabbath before last, Mr B. exchanged with Mr 
D. Oil my beloved Miss Woodbury, could you have heard 
the important truths he preached, the impressive manner 
in which he held forth the terrors of God to the impeni- 
tent, and the necessity of immediate repentance, surely 
it must to you have been a blessed season. But it had 
no visible effect upon the minds of the people here. A 
dreadful inattention to religion still prevails* The youth 
are very thoughtless and gay. " Iniquity abounds, and 
the love of many waxes cold." But there are, as I hum- 
bly trust, a pious ^ew, who are daily making intercession 
at the throne of grace for the prosperity of Zion. 

What encouragement have we, my dear friend, to 
wrestle at the throne of mercy, for renewing and sancti- 
fying grace, for ourselves and the whole Israel of God. 
Even in times of the greatest declensipn, Jehovah hath 
promised, that he will hear the prayers of his children ; 
and that if offered up in sincerity of heart, he will, in his 
own time, send gracious answers. 

Next Friday evening, it being the evening after Thanks- 
giving, a ball is appointed in this place. I think it pro- 
bable that E. whom you once saw anxiously enquiring 
what she should do to inherit eternal life, will attend. 
Ob, my beloved friend, you cannot know toy i«^vn^\ 
It is dreadful to see mortals bound to ctetn\*y» s^v&ycv^ 
their lives with no apparent concern about there 
'y*ng souls. But it is, if possible, more Areafrfrft x» 
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those who have " put their hands to the plough look 
back ;" or, being " often reproved, harden their hearts a- 
gainst God." 

How unsearchable are the ways of Jehovah ! When I 
look around me, and see so many of my friends and com- 
panions, who are by nature endowed with much greater 
talents than I am, and who would, if partakers of the 
grace of God, be made the instruments of doing so much 
more good in the world, left in a state of sin, I am con- 
strained to say, 

" Why was / made to hear thy voice, 

" And enter while there's room ? 
" When thousands make a wretched choice, 

" And rather starve than come.'* 

I could, my dear Miss W. write you all night ; but a 
I violent head-ache has attended me this day, and wearied 
nature requires repose. 

I sincerely thank you for the affectionate invitation 
you have given me to visit you. I wish it were possible 
for me to comply with your request ; perhaps I may this 
winter; but I shall not place much dependence upon it, 
as every thing is so uncertain. Do, my friend, visit 
Haverhill.— 1 long to see you : But if Providence has de* 
termined we shall never meet again in this world, O may 
w e meet in our heavenly Father's kingdom, and never 
more endure a separation. In haste. I am yours, &c. 

Journal, 1810. 
Feb. 3. How happy that person, who under every dis- 
pensation of providence breathes, " Thy will be done." 
He possesses that calm peace, that sweet contentment, 
^at " nothing earthly gives or can destroy." 

Why these gloomy doubts and fears ? Ah ! if I could 
but say with confidence, " My beloved \s ts\ym£, w\W 
mhisr "Lord, thou knowest tY\*t v\v<^V 
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soul would be filled with joy. Sure I am that I loyi 
Jesus, if I know whom I love ; but it may not be sincen 
I ardently wish for an interest in Jesus ; but it may b 
a selfish wish. But still I must rejoice to hear that sir 
ners are converted unto God, and speak the sweet lar 
guage of Canaan. The glory of God, and the prospcril 
of Zion, I trust, lie near my heart. I long for holine 
and conformity to God ; and love to- contemplate thmj 
belonging to the kingdom of Christ. But may I b 
have these views and feelings, and yet not be a Christiai 
May not all originate from selfishness, and not from loi 
to God and regard for his glory ? 

Feb. When I consider how much information and wi 
dom I might have acquired, had I faithfully improvi 
my advantages, 1 am confounded. O that it may be n 
great endeavour to cultivate and improve my mind, ai 
to do good to all 1 A thousand opportunities of doii 
good pass away unobserved, and unimproved. O wh 
a world of good might we all do, had we but hearts du 
impressed with the worth of time, the love of God, ai 
an eternal hereafter ! Lord awaken us all to activity ai 
diligence in thy service. O raise up some other Whil 
fields and Calvins, to be eminently useful in this prof 
gate and licentious age. Now when infidel sinners ex< 
all their power and virulence to undermine, the ve 
foundation of our holy religion, now the love of ma: 
of thy followers appears to be waxing cold, O now, ari 
and favour Zion. Animate Christians in their du 
Stop bold and presumptuous sinners in their career 
sin and folly. 

What glorious news ! How delightful to hear that rx 
sinners are brought out of nature's darkness into Go 
marvellous light. There is a great revival of religion 
Salem, and also in Manchester, tae?croi\&Vr3 
the JRcv. Mr T. the account of woXto 
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the heart of my dear Harriet. Thus God is pouring out his 
Holy Spirit in New- England, and gathering poor sinners 
into his fold. * Our Jesus goes from conquering to conquer. 



* During the summer of 1 809, a pleasing, solemn attention to 
the preaching of the word was observed in the congregation in the 
town of Manchester. This attention became more encouraging ; 
and the people of God, being quickened, were much engaged in 
prayer for a revival of religion among them. 

On the 3d of December, which was the first Sabbath on which 
the church and congregation assembled in their new meeting-house, 
the Rev. James Thurston, their pastor, preached from Ezek. 
xxxvi. 20—28. Prom fhe word that day delivered, many dated 
their first serious impressions. At that time the good work ap- 
parently began, and, for many months afterwards, there was rea- 
son to believe, that the Gospel came to this people not in word 
only, but in power, and in fhe Holy Ghost. 

Religious meetings were frequent ; but in them all, great regu- 
larity and decorum were observed ; nor did any thing take place 
among the people, which bore the appearance of enthusiasm. 

It is somewhat peculiar to this revival, that the awakening be- 
gan among the aged, and many of this class give evidence of true 
conversion, ft next appeared among the youth ; then among the 
middle aged ; and afterwards among the children. It was evident 
to those on the spot, that the work was carried on by the instru- 
mentality of the word preached. On every Sabbath, and at the 
other meetings, for many months, it was made effectual to a larger 
°r smaller number of persons. 

During the winter and spring of the following year, (1810) a 
ropious shower of gracious influence was experienced in Salem. 
For about six years previous to this time, a most lamentable stu- 
pidity and declension prevailed in the churches. Worldliness and 
political animosity seem to have cankered ti e very vitals of true 
religion. Reiigious fonns were, indeed, preserved ; and numbers, 
distressed by the tokens of divine displeasure, ceased not to cry, 
£orrf, lift thou vj> the light of thy countenance upon us. But the 
general inquiry was, TT r Ao v>ill shew us any good 9 What shall we 
tar, and ithat shall ue drink, and wherewithal shall ace be clothed 9 
Several bodies of Christians associated -Cot pia^et, wctfvwafck 
their stated meetings, and remembered ZUm, wtoh 
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He bows the stubborn will of sinners to himself, softens 

the adamantine heart, and puts a new song into their 

mouths, even praise to his name. Little children hear 

the voice of Jesus, and join with older saints in singing 

hosannas. Even those who were old in sin, who have 

for years been led. captive by Satan, are emancipated 

from their abject slavery, and brought to enlist under the 



her prosperity. Their united intercessions, it is believed, pre* 
vailed, in no small degree, to bring down the blessings of grace 
upon themselves and the people. 

In the latter part of the year 1809, those who were thus wait* 
ing and watching, observed some indications that the Lord was 
about to pour out his Spirit. A few instances occurred of serious 
impressions on the minds of impenitent sinners. Christians, en* 
couraged by these indications, became more importunate at the 
throne of grace. But nothing like a revival of religion became 
very general and public, till the latter part of January 1810. At 
that time it was manifest, that the Lord had come indeed; not 
with a tempest, earthquake, or fire, but with a still small voice. 
A surprising change was very suddenly produced in the religious 
aspect of those societies which shared in the revival. Without anv 
signal warnings in Divine Providence, or the use of any unusual 
means, or any visible cause, which could produce such extraordi- 
nary effects, a deep solemnity, a distressing conviction of sin, and 
an earnest concern for the soul, became very extensively apparent, 
in the course of a single week. Many, who had hitherto been stupid, 
self-righteous, and worldly ; some, who had indulged themselves 
in vicious habits ; and others, who had scoffed at experimental 
religion, were now awakened to sec their condemned, lost, and 
miserable state, and constrained to ask, with tears of anxiety, 
What shall we do to be saved $ Vestries, and other places of re* 
ligious conference, were immediately filled. The public assemblies 
on the Lord's day were solemn and much increased. Gospel ser- 
mons, which appeared to make no impression on the people, now 
became mighty, through God, to the conviction of sinners, and the 
quickening and comfort of believers. It was fully evinced, that 
the excellency of the power, which \»ro&uc*& such was not 

of man, but of God. 
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banner of King Jesus Now they can call on all tc join 
with them in singing the praises of their great deliverer, 
and say with the pious poet, 

" But the sweet theme that mores my tongue, 

" Is my Redeemer and his love." 

And shall we in this place have no share in this glo- 
rious work ? Alas ! how can we expect that God will so 
lignally favour us, unless we arise from the dust, and ex- 
ert ourselves in his cause ? Lord Jesus, extend thy work, 
and let it reach even here. 

[Miss Woodbury having written to Miss Atwood on the above in- 
i teresting subject, viz. the revival of religion in Salem and 

=J Manchester; the following letter was sent in answer.] 

'] TO MISS F. WOODBUBY OF BEVERLY. 

Haverhill, March 31,1810. 
i Favoured by Divine Providence with an opportunity of 
J expressing my gratitude to my beloved Miss W. for all 
o> the testimonies of friendship which she has shewn me, I 
cordially embrace it. Your last friendly letter was this 
^ day received. To assure you how much happiness your 
r - : letters confer on me, would be but what I have already 
t told you. The one I received when on a bed of sickness 
*. *as a real treasure. My feeble health alone prevented 
*; toy answering it before. I have lately been led to dwell 
touch on the doctrine of the divine decrees. I should like 
to have your ideas on the subject. Although God is un- 
der no obligations to save one of the apostate race of 
Adam, and it would not derogate from his justice, were 
he to send all to eternal torments ; yet to display the 
riches of his grace, he determines to save a few. Why 
should we say, What doest thou ? The children of God 
are, or Ought to be, lights in the world. Bui L feat ttax 
J shall be a stumbling block to others. V Yva\fc 
thought myself one of those who are " toase& \» wE&bo* 

o 
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and carried about by every wind of doctrine." When 
I hear arguments on one side, I think I am convinced. 
When on the other, I think the same. But I leave this 
subject for the present. 

Let me tell you, that I fondly indulge the hope of see- 
ing you before long. Mr H. and myself have thought 
considerably of a ride to Beverly. Should not our wish* 
es be frustrated, I shall probably see you in four or five 
weeks ; if not then, I shall relinquish the idea, as I shall 
commence attending school in May. When I see you, 
I will relate to you my exercises in my past illness. 

Have we not abundant reason to rejoice in the govern- 
ment of God ? He is carrying on his work, converting 
sinners, and making the wrath of man to praise him. 
that Haverhill and Beverly * might experience the influ* 



* In this, her fond expectations were not disappointed-; for in 
the course of a few months from the time she wrote this, a great 
revival began in Beverly also. Though there had been hundreds 
of prayer meetings in the place during the two preceding years, 
yet no special cause of a revival was -visible at the time when H 
commenced. The work began in a very sudden and astonishing 
manner. The Spirit seemed to come like a rushing mighty wind, 
and to enter almost every house in the .most populous part of the 
town, k was the more surprising, as there had been a very con- 
siderable religious attention in the place a few years before, which 
commenced so gradually, that no one could ascertain the time of 
its beginning. The late work appeared like the sun, suddenly 
bursting from the east, and in a few moments gaining his meridian 
glory. The following sentiment seemed to pe deeply fixed in 
every breast : 

" The work, O Lord, is thine, 
" And wondrous in oar tjtt," 

From day to day hundreds were pressing to hear the word. Re- 
ligion was the topic of conversation in almost every circle. And 
the people in general really appeared to consider the things of 
eternity as more Important than the things of Xatba. Thee* to tea- 
son to hope, that in a short time a gQ©dty wuDtow ^wt \swa»> 
te believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, wxk Vta* ***** 
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ence of the Holy Spirit ! God can work here as easily as 
in Salem and Manchester. Let us be ardent and constant 
at the throne of mercy, that the blessed Emanuel would 
revive his work, and pour out his Spirit on the churches 
and people, with which we are connected. Oh ! why, my 
friend, are we so cold and stupid? I earnestly request an 
interest in your prayers. Yours sincerely, ke. 



March 4. When I look around,, mine eye afiecteth 
mine heart. How few adorn their profession with a holy 
life and conversation I How many of my youthful friends 
are immersed in the vanities and pleasures of the world ; 
and how very few are desirous to obtain that better part 
which shall never be taken from therm O for the out- 
pouring of the Holy Spirit ! O that God would arise, 



sufficient and only Saviour. In a few weeks the attention visibly 
abated ; but still it continued to a considerable degree for several 
months. Within a year, about one hundred and thirty have been 
aided to the churches under the care of the Rev. Abiel Abott 
and the Rev. Joseph Emerson ; and a number more are expected 
shortly to make a profession of religion. 

The formation of a society of young ladies for important pur* 
poses appears among the fruits of the revival. It consists of about 
twenty respectable and influential characters. They spend three 
hours together every week. While one of the society is engaged 
in reading the Bible or other religious books for general improve- 
ment, the rest are engaged, like Dorcas, in making garments for 
the poor. During a third of the time, however, religious conver- 
sation takes the place of reading. The meetings are commenced 
with reading in the Bible. They have a Committee, who visit 
poor families in order to ascertain where the fruits of their social 
industry appear to be most needed. Nor is their benevolence con* 
fined to supplying the poor with garments that must shortly wax 
old and decay. Each member of the society takes charge of seme 
poor female child, who frequently attends at Viet Yuroat to "Wyc^ 

traded in the principles of religion, in reading, 

work, neatness, and propriety of behaviour. 
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and favour our dear Zion, and make her the joy and the 
praise of the whole earth. 

March 5. Friday evening before last I spent in com- 
pany with S. A. and H. H. Speaking of geography, 
Miss H. observed, that Asia was the most interesting 
part of the globe to her, on account of its being the place 
of Christ's sufferings and death. With such persons I 
like to associate. A richly cultivated mind adorned with 
true religion, what a blessing ! How criminal the con- 
duct of inconsiderate youth, who take no care to cultivate 
their minds, and meliorate their hearts. Why, O why, 
should the sordid vanities of time and sense, the amuse- 
ments of this insidious world, engross the time and affec- 
tions of immortal minds, capable of the enjoyment of the 
great I AM, the Fountain of all excellence, beauty, and' 
glory? 

April 5. Before I arose in the morning, I endeavour- 
ed to solemnize my mind, think of the duties of the day, 
and implore grace to spend it aright. In devotional ex- 
ercises dull and wandering. Ah this vain, careless' 
treacherous heart ! these roving, wicked thoughts ! How 
much reason have I to mourn and weep, for my many, 
sins and imperfections, and to lie low in the valley of 
humiliation ! 

April. This week I received a letter from my beloved 
Miss Atwood. She writes that she will make me a visit 
soon, if nothing special prevent. O when shall. I em- 
brace her ? When shall I once more personally converse 
with her? I flatter myself the happy day is not far dis- 
tant ; yet my fond hopes may be disappointed. Death, 
cruel death, may snatch her from me, and consign that 
engaging form to the gloomy grave. I may not see her, 
again in this world, I may receive no more testimonies 
of her love and friendship. ILte \on& xtv^ eats may be 
saluted with the news of her &eat\i,an&I>^\^to^^\ 
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my irreparable loss. Harriet, my dear Harriet! my heart 
is united to thine in love and amity. If we meet not on 
earth, God grant we may meet in the New Jerusalem, to 
sing the song of redeeming love for ever. O that, like 
Harriet, I could live to the glory of God, and be useful 
in a sinful world ! But ah! I am vile and stupid, cold 
and inactive. 

April 15. Sabbath Eve. Now t€ the powerful king of 
day" is sinking beneath the western horizon. He has 
performed his journey through the skies, in obedience to 
his Maker's will, and now withdraws from us his enliven- 
ing influences, to cheer another part of our guilty globe. 
I also must soon pass the horizon of death. My sun may 
go down long before the meridian of life. Even before 
the bright luminary shall rise again, my eyes may be 
closed in death, and my immortal soul lodged in the 
eternal world. On the present moment hangs my ever* 
lasting all. I will not be so imprudent as to depend on a 
long life. How can I wish to dwell long in this world 
of sin and woe ? O ceuld I live the holy and useful life 
which some live, what happiness would pervade my 
breast ! How sweetly, and almost imperceptibly* would 
my days pass away ! O what is life, if I live not to the 
glory of God, and the good of my fellow mortals ? 
" That life is long which answers life's great end." 

April 29. This sacred day, if God permit, I shall 
worship trim in his courts, and commemorate the death 
of Jesus Christ.. But have I on the wedding garment of 
Christ's righteousness? How dreadful is my situation if 
I have no true love to Christ, no interest in his death. 
my God ! if I am deceived, shew me the deception* 
If I have never seen the evil nature of sin, and hated it 
as such ; if I have never mourned over my own and 
others sins; if I have never seen t\is \*a\&3 euc&i* 
kncyof Jesus, and been enabled tQ emte\v\sx^m^ 
3 
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only Saviour ; if I have never given myself uncondition« 
ally and unreservedly into thine hands, O now, now I 
beseech, I entreat thee, implant these holy feelings and 
exercises in my heart ! O fit me to perform the duties 
incumbent on me ! Restrain my thoughts from wander- 
ing. Be thou the keeper of my heart. Enable me to 
depend on thee for grace and strength. 

May 26. Thanks be to the giver of every good and 
perfect gift, for extensive revivals of religion in many 
places. O may our Jesus go on from conquering to con- 
quer ; from sea te sea, from shore to shore, till he has the 
heathen for his inheritance, and the uttermost parts of 
the earth for his possession ! My God, my God, carry 
oh thy glorious work in spite of the combined opposition 
of earth and hell ! Let it extend, and extend, and extend, 
till this world, which is now full of error, of animosities, 
of deceit, and infidelity, shall be an emblem of that world 
of light, love, peace, and joy, where Jesus is all in all 
With joy I hear of thy mighty work in many places ; but 
particularly in the lower part of this town. And will it 
not reach this parish ? Dear Lord, animate my brethren 
and sisters in prayer. And O wilt thou incline thine ear 
to hear ; and when thou hearest, answer, for thy dear 
Son's sake ! 

I long to hear my dear companions in this place, with 
hearts enraptured with the love of Jesus, sing his praises, 
and speak the sweet language of Canaan. Yes, even 
though I should have no part nor lot with them, yet it is 
my great desire to see the cause of Christ flourish and 
prevail in the world. I must, I will Rejoice that Jesus 
reigns, and will do all his pleasure. 

May 12. I have been entertained a part of the day 
with the thought that to-morrow is the Sabbath. O how 
often in the week do I look forward fet \ks 
Jong for its approach* 
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" When lU days of labour, each other succeeding, 1 
" Have with hurry and toil my spirits oppresa'd ; 

" Hoar pleasant to think, as the last is receding, 
«« To-morrow will be a sweet Sabbath of rest." 

that I may lie down encircled, as it were, in my 
Redeemer's arms, and yield myself to sleep with a heart 
enlarged with gratitude to God, and love to all mankind. 
Ah me ! how many are now enduring unspeakable pain 
tf body, and just ready to launch into eternity ! How 
many mourning and weeping for the loss* of some tem- 
poral comfort ! how many agonizing under a load of sin 
and guilt, roll and return, till they are weary of life, and 
long for the grave ! O how good is God, that I have a 
prospect of quiet rest ! May sleep fit me to perform the 
duties of to-morrow with alacrity. O that I may awake 
with renewed experience of the mercy of God, with a 
heart entirely devoted to him ! 

May 27. While perplexed with doubts and fears, I 
providentially took up Buck's Cf Christian Review," and 
read with great comfort the following questions : — " If I 
"am a hypocrite, what mean these tears, these anxieties, 
" respecting my state ? Why so wretched when I fall in- 

* to sin ? Why so happy when kept from it ? Why, if I 
" am to be cast away, do I maintain the struggle ? Why 
,f did I formerly renounce the world ; and how was I able 
rf to rise superior to it, if I never was a recipient of grace? 

* If I be deceived, what mean the happy Sabbaths I have 
" enjoyed, the delightful feelings I have possessed, when 
u at the throne of grace ? Surely, if my heart has never 
"been changed, then from what have all my former 
u views, experience, enjoyments, desires, conflicts, and 
"feelings, been derived?" Thus was my soul set at 
liberty ; and O let it be filled with the praises of my 
adorable Redeemer! I have enjoyed a tappy tea&aavtcw 
**** dut J morning, and must iuw ^te^ax* to ^ 
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him under all his trials ; and make him a burning and k 
shining light in the world. Be with all that minister in 
holy things. O may a double portion of thy Spirit rest 
upon them. 

Sept. 30. — Another delightful Sabbath is before me; » I 
day which, I trust, will be remembered by many with 
joy through eternity. This day a number are to be ad* 
mittcd to the church in Wenham, and four to thischurtL 
O with what solemnity will they stand forth in the view 
of God, angels, and men, to assent to that covenant, or- 
dered in all things and sure ; and some to receive the pre- 
cious ordinance of baptism. O how delightful to see them 
renounce the world, and publicly devote themselves to 
God, and bring their infant offspring to him in faith* 
To-day they will engage in the most solemn and imper* 
tant duty that ever claimed their attention* O may they 
be sincere and hearty in the surrender of themselves and 
children to God. With joy and gladness I welcome them 
to the table of the Lord, to a " feast of fat things, of wine 
on the lees well refined." O blessed Jesus come down* 
and be in the midst of us. Say unto each of our souls, 
u Eat, O friends ; drink, yea drink abundantly, O be- 
loved." May we be clad in the wedding garment, and 
not one soul be naked, destitute of faith, love, and repent- 
ance. Unite us all together in the bond of love* and 
unite us all to thyself, never to be separated. And j 
grant help to our dear pastor this day ! Strengthen hifr 
hands, and encourage his heart. Enable him to bring 
forth out of his treasure things new and old, that shall be 
a savour of life unto life to many. May his tongue be as 
the pen of a ready writer, to show wicked men their trans* 
gressions, to display the terrors of the law, as well as the 
charms of the gospel. O that he may speak a word ii* 
season to weary heavy laden sou\s, &WI be like lift 
to the dead, and cold water to atYuraX^ O 
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ive the increase. Impress the hearts of all impenitent 
inners with a sense of the magnitude and number of 
leir sins, and reveal the riches of redeeming love to their 
wis. O bless me, even me, a worm of the dust ; un- 
wthy to supplicate thy favour, or even to take thy sa« 
red name in my unhallowed lips. Grant me the assist- 
nee of thy Spirit, and the experience of thy love. May 
L wowhip thee in the beauty of holiness, and find a day 
in thy courts better than a thousand spent in sin and 
ranity. O suffer no secular thought to gain admittance 
nto my unwary heart. O reveal thyself to my sou). 

Oct. 1. I can scarcely believe that I have passed the 
summer.^ My life is passing imperceptibly away. I am 
tailing on the sea of life with vast rapidity, and shall 
»qb arrive at the harbour to which I am bound. A few 
more revolving suns will land me on the shores of eter- 
nity. The seeds of death are sown in this mortal bodj f . 
Shortly he will lay his cold hand upon me, and bring me 
to the grave. O that I may be like a shock of corn fully 
ripe. O that 1 may meet death with that serenity and 
composure, which the cheering hope of a blissful immor- 
tality, and that alone, can inspire. Gracious Father, con- 
descend to look down upon me in that awful moment, 
with benignity a nd love, and illume the dreary vale with 
-hy presence. grant , me the clear exercise "of my 
dental faculties to the last, and enable me to improve 
bem to thy honour and glory. May I lean my weary 
ead on the bosom of my Redeemer, and have an easy 
ransiuon from this vale of tears into the mansions of 
lory where they sing, " Unto him that loved us, and 
ashed us from our sins in his own blood, be honour and 
lory for ever." / 

Oet. 7. While my dear friends are assembled in the 
wise of God, to hear glorious and animating truths, I 
oa denied the precious privilege, " while I am hungry 
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for the bread of life" But thus it is: God knows I 
need affliction, and therefore* he has touched me in a ten- 
der part. But I feel it most acutely when present in 
the house of prayer. There I often sit as a mere specks* 
tor— not a word for me, while others are fed and now* 
ished. But I would not complain. Though in this n* 
spect my advantages for acquiring religious information j 
are circumscribed, yet O what infinite reason hare I to 
bless God for all my other senses, particularly that of 
seeing. What a poor miserable object should I probably 
be, were blindness added to deafness. But now, 
thanks be to God, what vast pleasure do I take in read* : 
ing the writings of learned and judici./us divines^ Here 
I find a resource in every solitary hour. The book of 
God, written by the unerring hand of inspiration, merits 
my prayerful attention and daily consultation. 

" This is the field where hidden lies 
The pearl of price unknown 

" My guide to everlasting life. 
Through all this gloomy vale.*' 
Surely God is good, 

44 Good when he gives, supremely good, 

Nor less when he denies ; 
E'en crosses from his sovereign will | 

Are blessings in disguise." 

Nov. 28. Sabbath eve. Wo is me, I am unclean I 
polluted with sin from the crown of my head to the sole 
of my feet ! O the exceeding vileness and hardness of my 
heart ! Sin, that cursed thing, so hateful to the eyes of 
infinite purity, mingles its bane with every thing I aV 
and deeply stains the best actions of my life. I never 
address the Maker and Preserver of my life, but I bring 
with me that which I know his soul abhors ! But I know* 
but little, yea nothing of this heart of mk\ O \^>& 
eighty God, who knowest my whote Yveart, 
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thee, shew me what I am, and " to myself myself display." 
And shall I be proud P Shall a vile worm of the dust, a 
rebel creature, ever be inflated with pride and vanity? 
Ahs ! alas ! that I should ever be in any other situation, 
than lying low in the valley of humiliation. O Lord, 
give me a humble and contrite heart ; the offering which 
thou wilt not despise. 

Dec. 29. This afternoon I have attended the funeral 
«f my uncle Kimball. A large circle of mourning rela- 
tives convened to follow his remains to the place of inter* 
ment. But they mourn with lj£e ! They have reason 
to believe, that their loss is his infinite gain. On a bed 
of exquisite pain and debility, it is hoped he became ac- 
quainted with the blessed religion of Jesus. His death 
was calm and serene. O may this solemn event have a 
salutary and abiding influence on the minds of his be- 
reaved consort and childien. May they all remember 
their latter end, and prepare to meet their God. One 
memento follows another, to warn unwary mortals of 
^eir long home, and lead their thoughts to the house 
apfl^ed for all the living. Alas ! how often are we 
callecrto wear the garb of mourning for deceased rela- 
tes! Thousands every day launch into the abyss of 
eternity! Since I have been writing this, maty have left 
this world to appear before God I Who then shall be the 
] *xt victim ? 

.• 

Journal, 1811. 
April 11. I desire this day, which is our annual fast, 
to obtain a deep sense of my own sins, and those of our 
Nation. O that I may be accepted oi the Lord, and find 
lt good to humble myself before him. My sins how im- 
mense ! They are countless as sands on the sea shore ; 
*od unless repentance intervene, will sauVl m^mtoTO* 
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mediless wo, into that bottomless gulf, where the voice 
of mercy never sounds. Surely my heart should vibrate 
with ardent and incessant gratitude to the Saviour, who 
delivers penitent souls from all the corroding anguish 
and black despair, known in the regions of the damned. 
But he not only saves them from hell, but raises them 
to the enjoyment of himself — to unrivalled glory and un- 
fading felicity. They shah* live through endless ages in 
those regions of consummate Amity, purity, andjblist 
They shall contemplate with hearts overflowing with 
love, the works, the jjprious works of their great Crea- 
tor, and tune their golden harps to Emanuel's praise. 
When hundreds of ages have run their rounds, their hap- 
piness will be but commencing ; and when millions more 
have elapsed, it will be no nearer ending f O what joy, 
what rapture will fill their heaven-born souls, when per- 
fectly assimilated to Him they adore, and permitted to 
behold his glory, and gaze on His ineffable perfections! 
Every wish shall be gratified, and every heavenly grace 
shall bloom with unfading lustre, refined, exalted, and 1 
immortalized in those blissful regions ! Saints of aJ^afes, 
nations, and climes, shall there meet, and with angKrw 
archangels sing the song of Moses and the Lamb ! But 
mortal eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor heart conceiv- 
ed, what God shall do for them that love him. They shall 
enjoy an exceeding and eternal weight of glory. 

[The following letter appears to have been' received about tW* 
time from Miss Atwood.] 

Haverlitll, April 29, 1 Mi- 
It has not been for want of inclination, or from forget" 
fulness, that I have thus long neglected writing to my 
dear friend Miss W., but every day has brought with it 
various and new occupations ; and though my friend* 
fiave not been forgotten, yet I coirte** \Y»n* xufcX** 
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so punctual as I ought. .1 need not assure you, that 
your letter produced many pleasing sensations, I hope 
this will find you enjoying the presence of our covenant 
Saviour, and engaged in the promotion of his glorious 
cause. Christians are greatly criminal for not living in 
the constant enjoyment of God. He is ever ready and 
wiHSng to manifest the glories of his character talbeir 
tools ; and nothing but their native opposition to hAness, 
aod their love of evil, ever prevents. Are not believers 
aconsistent creatures ? They can speak of a Saviour's 
love— the happiness- resulting from an acquaintance with 
God— and point out the road to impenitent sinners, which 
alone will lead to substantial bliss ; and yet often wander 
in forbidden paths, lose all relish for spiritual enjoyments, 
and rest contented with the low pleasures of sense. 

If 1 am a child of Jesus, this inconsistency has often 
been mine. And yet I long for a greater sense of my de- 
pendence and more entire conformity to Him who died for 
me. If any thing here deserves the name of happiness, 
Hdoes not spring from earth. No; it is of heavenly birth, 
tod comes from the regions of purity. The vast and 
boundless desires implanted in the human heart, cannot 
befcatisfied with any thing short of God. Nothing in heav- 
en or earth is capable of affording real bliss without him. 
. I have^ spent three months this last whiter with my 
L sister at C. My religious privileges have been more ex- 
" tensive than usual. I have been favoured with frequent 
opportunities of hearing Dr G. preach, and have likewise 
attended many serious meetings. But I still wanted a 
heart to improve under the cultivation of Jehovah's hand. 
Neither afflictions nor enjoyments will' do us good unless 
sanctified by divine grace. 

Since my return to H. I have sometimes enjoyed much 
consolation in committing myself and «\\ vc^ cwvsjwm 
into the hands of God. Some circumstances, v*\iv3&.*K- 
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some future time I may communicate to you, I hope will 
have a tendency to wean me from this world, and fasten 
my heart to Heaven* I do, my dear friend, find thi$"t 
desert world, replete with sin and sorrow." I often knf 
to leave it, and find a sweet release from every woe. 

I hope to have the pleasure of a visit from you thi 
supper ; I wish much to see you and your sister: Hop 
you ^e both enjoying the light of the Sun of righteou 
ness. Persevere, my friend, in the Christian life, an 
pray for your friend Harriet. Our pilgrimage will shwi 
ly be ended, and all the trials of life will be over. O ma 
we meet in heaven ; and join with the angelic host aronn 
the throne, in adoring the matchless perfection of Emu 
uel, through the ages of eternity ! I am, my dear Mil 
Woodbury, affectionately yours, &c. 

June 24. How pleasant the return of the Sabbat! 
How delightful to worship God in his earthly courts, 
often feel an inexpressible joy in being permitted to a] 
pear in the assembly of his saints, even when I do m 
hear a sentence. This has frequently been a great ii 
ducement for me to go, when I have been denied tl 
privilege which others enjoy. O may I find to-tty 
that it is good to be there. May the Holy Spirit anima 
my devotion, elevate my affections, and enkindle a flan 
of love in my frozen heart. May the Saviour manife 
himself to my soul, and pray for me, that my faith fi 
not. O may I rise superior to the vanities of this worl 
May my hopes, my desires, and my joys concentre 
the unchangeable God. 

Sabbath Eve. Alas ! I seem to live in vain. I fe 
I am a poor useless creature, a cumberer of the groun 
O that I could do a little good, while I am indulged wi 
life and health. O that I could wpgwt 
nity to be useful, knowing tliat tiae twew* \* sJtortA 1 
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day I have partaken of the holy eucharist, and solemnly 
devoted myself to God. O thaFtne vows I have made 
may never be forgotten, never be violated ! May they 
stimulate me to shake off sloth, and to maintain good 
works* How can we live at this poor dying rate, when 
we know not but this night our souls may be required of 
y? How happy they must feel, who are doing great 
md lasting good in the world, from pure and refined mo- 
tives. . O that I could emulate their zeal and activity ! 



LETTER TO MISS HARRIET ATWOOD OF HAVERHILL* 

Beverly, July 7» 1811. Sabbath Morn. 
My Dear Miss Atwood, 

I Have just laid down Mr Dana's Memoirs of Pious 
Women, which I am re-perusing, for the sake of answer- 
ing your truly kind and valuable letter, for which I re- 
turn you many thanks. Reading the life of the illus- 
trious Countess of Warwick, in the book above mention* 
*)> I recognized with heart-felt delight the blessed ef- 
fects of genuine religion. ' How does it purify the heart, 
refine and elevate the affections, and influence and adorn 
the deportment ? Let the enemies of our religion sub* 
stitute a better in its room, and we will acknowledge 
they have done something. But this they never have 
done, nor ever will do. How amiable the portraiture : 
" First pure, then peaceable, gentle, easy to be entreated, 
foil of mercy and good fruits ; without partiality, and 
Without hypocrisy." Has this religion, my beloved 
friend, a seat in our hearts ; and do we at all times act 
under its sacred influence ? Have we imbibed the spirit 
of the meek and lowly Jesus? And do we emulate his 
bright example ? Do our affections, our hopes, and our 
desires concentre in the unchangeable GcA"fc Wsn* ^ 
risen superior to the puerile and insipid OtfY\$v\& <& ^ 
H 3 
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lower world, and learnt with humble Mary, to sit 'at 
Jesus' feet, and with avidity treasure up his words in 
our hearts ? Do we possess a faith in Christ, which is 
prolific of good works, and an ardent love to him as the 
chief among ten thousands, and altogether lovely ? If 
this is not the case, an inspired apostle would say of us, 
" Let them be Anathema Maranatha." Let us examine 
ourselves, and see whether we be in the faith. Let us 
bring our views, our feelings, and our actions to that 
infallible criterion, the word of God, and endeavour to as* 
certain whether they comport with what it requires. I am 
more than ever impressed with the importance of a frequent, 
impartial, and critical investigation of our hopes, charac- 
ters, dispositions, and lives. I think it would be well every 
evening to take a retrospect of the day, and enquire how we 
have performed the business of it ; what duties neglected, 
what mercies received, and what sins committed. W« 
have a great and arduous work to do ; and our time ii 
short. We have evil tempers and propensities to subdue 
and stubborn wills to conquer. We have an invisibi 
and malicious adversary ever ready to annoy us. W' 
have a battle to fight, a race to run, a crown to win 
" The kingdom of heaven suffereth violence ; and tb' 
violent take it by force." It is obvious our souls can 
not be saved, and heaven obtained by ' a few indoles 
formal wishes and heartless duties. No ; sedulous car 
and unremitting vigilance and circumspection are neces 
sary. We must place our whole dependence on Jesus 
He is all-sufficient ; and, if we repair to him for grao 
and strength to do his will, he will i* \ deny us. It ii 
desirable to feel our own helplessness and nothingness 
that we may value him the more, and place a more per 
feet reliance on his merits. 
Sabbath eve. I have just vct\iTi\c& from xhfc'Wfflfe* 
Godj where I have been uiduAgeA Ve*\:ufc» 
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O that I could but appreciate my privileges as I ought, 
and make a wise improvement ! How many of our dear 
fellow creatures are groping in horrid car' ness, destitute 
of the heavenly light of the gospel, and enveloped in a 
gloomy labyrinth of Jewish, Mahometan, or Pagan su- 
perstition. O that the Sun of righteousness would arise 
and illumine those benighted corners of the earth with 
bis benignant rays ! I rejoice to hear there are a few 
who are determined to quit their native land to preach 
the everlasting gospel to illiterate perishing Pagans. I 
have been apprised of your intention of going ; and wish 
you had communicated some of your feelings, as it re- 
spects that subject. I am confident, my dear Miss At- 
wood, you will sit down, and seriously count the cost be- 
fore you make any engagements. You have undoubtedly 
revolved in your mind the trying sacrifices you must 
make, the hardships and distresses you must probably 
endure. If you go, I hope you will be enabled to do 
great and lasting good in those distant climes, and give 
many a poor native reason to bless God through eternity 
that you came among them. When we consider that 
they have souls to be saved or lost, we are filled with 
^azement, that no greater exertions have been made 
for the promulgation of the gospel among them. Surely 
Jetus has ^one much for us ; and now cannot we. do 
something for him? We should consider no sacrifices 
too great to be made, no trials too great to be endured 
^ thereby we can advance his cause, and promote his 
glory. " It is the only cause on earth worth an anxious 
thought/' says the excellent Dr G. And what great 
matter is it in which quarter of the globe we reside, for 
an u inch or two of time," whether in Asia or America, 
if we can be doing good ? The idea o£ ^&x\\\^ Hrtfflsv ^wx. 
is extremely painful ; but if you go, I aYrcXY *\$\ W** 
rich consolation of thinking of you, acA ree&vfc% 
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sented with a favourable opportunity ? Howevei 
the discouragements attending a Missionary lif< 
Jesus has promised to be with those who enter u 
with a right disposition, even to the end of the 
When will the day dawn, and the day-star arise ir 
then lands ? Oh ! when will the standard of th< 
be erected, and all nations hear of the glad tidings 
vation ? When will the millennial state comment 
the lands which have long lain in darkness, be irrc 
by the calm sunshine of the gospel? When w 
populous regions of Asia and Africa, unite with tl 
phristian country in one general song of praise to 
• Though darkness and error now prevail, faith lool 
these mountains, and beholds with transport the 
ing of the Sun of Righteousness— the reign of pea 
love. 

The clock strikes twelve ; I must leave you my 
for tired nature requires repose. Pray often f< 
Write me immediately upon receiving this hasty 
Affectionately yours, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS B. B. OF WENHAM. 

My Dear Betsy, Beverly, July, 1 

Not having had an opportunity to converse w 
of late, it has just occurred to my thoughts, that I 
write. In writing I can communicate my idea; 
more unreservedly than in conversation. We, m 
cousin, are probationers for a never-ending eterni 
must sooner or later enter upon a state of inconc 
felicity or hopeless despair, according as our cba 
are, when we leave thU world. 

We are near neigli&burs to the world of Spiri 
are bordering upon heaven or hell. Life is she 
uncertain. Death stands ready to execute Y£\* c? 
Jay our bodies in the grave* and to swA out w 
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tribunal of a holy t God, where a just and irreversible 
sentence shall be pronounced, according to our conduct 
in this state of trial. How infinitely important then, 
that we make sure of an interest in the Saviour, and se- 
cure a part in iiis redemption, which will be an everlasting 
source of joy and glory when time shall be no morel 

You, my cousin, peculiarly need the consolations of 
religion. You have experienced of late much weakness 
and pain, and are still feeble. How much do you need 
patience to support ygi under your trials. How much 
do you need a heart crucified to the world, and entirely 
devoted to God. How much do you need an almighty 
Friend, to guide and cheer you in your weak and languid 
condition, and to be the Physician of your diseased soul. 
May these divine blessings be yours ; and then you will 
be contented and happy, though you should be destined 
to endure months and years of pining and distressing 
sickness. 

We know we must die. Thousands have been ingulfed 
in the boundless ocean of eternity since I began this let- 
ter.* AH the concerns of time, all opportunities of do- 
ing and getting good, are over with them. Our earthly 
career also will soon be terminated. This night our 
souls may be required of us ; and O the awful idea of 
dying in sin, of appearing at the judgment -seat of Christ, 
destitute of a Saviour's righteousness. Now let us both 
resolve, in the strength of God, to seek the Lord, and 
spend our few remaining days in his service. Then he 
will be our friend and refuge when strength and heart 
foil, and our portion for ever. 



* It is computed, that probably about 4000 of the human race 
die every hour. 
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LETTER TO MISS S. K. OF WENHAM THEN 
SON ACADEMY. 

Mr Dear Sally, Beverly, Ju 

I Felt a little anxiety on your account, 
stood you were in a state or' debility ; but 
. health is now re-established. I enjoy remark 
at present— a blessing which in some degree \ 
to estimate, having been so much deprived < 
our hearts be grateful to the gifler of ever 
perfect gift for this and all his favours, of t 
which we are infinitely unworthy. But when 
a thought on the tran seen den tly glorious work 
tion, are we not lost in wonder and admiral* 
Jesus should condescend to veil his divinity in 
come down into this lower region of sin a 
endure numberless hardships and trials, and i 
xnit to the ignominious and agonizing death < 
for rebel worms, is truly astonishing. " He 
that man might smile ; heaven bled that i 
never die." Amazing ! Stu{>endous though 
make a deep and salutary impression on oui 
marble heaits. The salvation of one soul is 
portant; but when millions are emancipated fro 
ing yoke of sin and Satan, and not only sav 
the corroding anguish of black despair, but ra 
mortal glory and consummate felicity, to make 
knowledge and in grace, and to sing the song of 
the Lamb through a never ending eternity,— -hi 
how transcendent! how infinitely glorious the ss 
Redemption 1 It is a theme studied by dcpai 
with increasing delight, and rapturous triumr 
what ineffable joy do they gaze on the Redeei 
they sing in sublime and melodious strains, T 
loved us, and washed us from out su\s*\t\\\\& 
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be honour, and glory, and power for ever!" But ah ! how 
inadequate and low are my conceptions of that exceeding 
tod eternal weight of glory, reserved for those whose 
robes have been washed and made white in the blood of 
the Lamb ! How little do I know of the amiable charac- 
ter of Emanuel, who is the brightness of his Father's 
glory, and the express image of his person. May we, 
ay dear cousin, learn to sit with Mary at Jesus's feet, 
nd with the beloved disciple recline our weary heads on 
** dear bosom. It is an inestimable privilege, which he 
Ins graciously offered to the weary and heavy laden, the 
humble and contrite soul, and which we should endea- 
vour duly to appreciate. 

We are poor ignorant creatures ; and we should daily 
strive to acquire useful literature ; but especially to grow 
in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour 
Jesus Christ. A knowledge of the sciences is very de* 
arable, but how much more important is the knowledge 
of our own depraved hearts, and Jesus Christ the glori- 
ous Saviour of Sinners, whom to know aright is life eter- 
nal. For the acquisition of the former, I imagine you 
we in a very eligible situation ; and I hope in no unfa- 
vourable one for the cultivation of the latter. A mind 
stored with useful literature, enlarged and adorned with 
genuine religion, an amiable deportment, suavity of dis- 
position and manners, are in my view of infinitely more 
value than the transient charms of personal beauty, and 
all the affluence the Indies can afford. I pity the de- 
luded votaries of vanity and folly, and earnestly wish 
they had a disposition for study, and a propensity to piety 
and devotion, that they might find profitable employment 
in every changing scene and vacant hour. Whatever 
others do, my dear cousin, let as determine to improve 
our minds and hearts, by every proper mean vcv wax ^<rc«e. 
Lea rn i ng will not be inimicable to our Wfodv^ w \ug&>&- 

I 
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ness, but on the contrary will augment both, if obtained 
from pure and noble motives, and judiciously improved 
I hope you will strive to excel in every thing you under* 
take to learn, and make laudable proficiency in your vari- 
ous studies. 

My dear friend, let us endeavour to realize the brevity 
and uncertainty of life, the worth of the soul, and the , 
importance of being prepared for death. How awful the 
thought of dying in sin ! How inevitable and tremendous 
the consequences J Despair and anguish shall be the por- 
tion of impenitent sinners through the revolutions of e- 
ternal ages. Eternity J Let us study the import of that 
amazing word : Millions of ages hence, our souls will exist 
in unutterable felicity or misery; and when millions 
more have run their rounds, we shall, be no nearer the 
termination of our existence. O that we may be pre* 
pared to spend this eternity in immortal glory and bliss 
in the presence of Jehovah 1 Remember me to your bro- 
ther and sister, and do not delay writing. Yours affec- 
tionately, 



Journal, 1511. 

Aug. Having supplicated the throne of the Almighty,. 
I now desire to investigate my heart and life, and see 
whether I have evidence of being renewed, and am in a 
proper frame to approach the table of the Lord. On » 
review, I find much to deplore. I have lived an unholy 
and an unprofitable life. I have too often omitted pri- 
vate meditation and prayer, and contented myself with a 
few ejaculations, which, though good in their place, ought 
not to supersede constant devotion morning and evening 
in secret. Bj this neglect I have not only lost many 
bappy hours, whicn I might have enjoyed in the exercise 
itself, but have brought darkness \buib*»a Sato ts^l 
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sod. I have used too much freedom in speaking of the* 
failings of others, but not palliated where I might, and 
where I could not vindicate, have not always. been silent; 
not duly considering this injunction of our Lord, " What* 
soever ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
even so to them.'* I have been, and am still, too much, 
addicted to impatience and momentary fretfulness orb 
account of trivial disappointments and petty accidents. 
This I am convinced is unbecoming and sinfuL But 
alas I though I repent I sin again ! These are the signs 
of my being destitute of saving faith. Many more I* 
might enumerate. Their name is legion, for they are- 
many. 

I shall now advert to. ft few evidences of grace, which 
I humbly hope I possess. I do hope I hate and detest, 
not only what I have mentioned above, but all my sins, 
my most latent failings ; and desire to implore pardoning 
mercy of him who said, " Him that cometh unto- me I 
will in no wise cast .out." I think I do try to denjr 
myself, and mortify, my sins and lusts, though I ought to 
he more strict and resolute. I think I love God, and am 
disposed to acknowledge him just and righteous in all his 
*ays, and his character infinitely perfect and glorious, 
though I too often am discontented,«especially under one 
poignant and peculiar trial. Yet generally 1 acquiesce 
in his allotments r and O that I might find reason to 
say through eternity, " it is good for me that I have- 
been afflicted." The Saviour appears amiable. I think 
if I know any thing of my own heart, I love him, and 
esteem him the chief among ten thousand, and altogether 
lovely. I lon£ to be assimilated to his likeness, and 
transformed into his image ; and I do wish to serve and 
glorify him, and to be useful to the church and the worlds 
O that I may not be deceived in a maUec <tf \&&t£\\&yn^ 
portance! 
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Sept. 12. I have been to see Mrs Francis to-day, who 
is very weak, troubled with an incessant cough, and *■ 
cute pain. But it is more than counterbalanced by the 
serenity and composure of her mind. She wishes to he 
entirely resigned to the will of God, whether it be life of 
death, and hopes she is not deceived. " O what a com- 
" fort," said she, " 10 have a God to go to, and pour out 
" our souls to him ! O the forlorn state of him who has 
" no such refuge in trouble ! This world is less than no- 
" thing and vanity ! My own righteousness is filthy rags. 
" I hope I depend entirely upon Christ." She longs to 
have all see the reality and beauty of religion* and come 
to the knowledge of the truth. She observed, she bad 
been delighted with some chapters in Isaiah, and with a 
number of the lyric poems, particularly that entituled, 
" A sight of Heaven in sickness." O could the sceptical 
David Hume have experienced what she does, it might 
deserve the name of happiness. 

LETTER TO MISS S. W. OF W INCHEKDON. 

Beverly, Sept. 20, 1811. 

My Dear Sally, 

The sudden death of Mr Emery has frustrated oo* 
sanguine expectation of visiting your rural retreat, /our 
hospitable mansion. I suppose Lydia informed you of 
our plan. But to me the disappointment is not severe, 
as 1 have long endeavoured to place but little dependence 
on terrestrial things, knowing that every thing below the 
sun is stamped with mutability. When one in the bloom 
of youth, and vigour of health, is arrested by the cold 
hand of death, and suddenly precipitated into the ocean 
of eternity, we are forcibly struck with the vanity of the 
"world, die brevity and uncertainty oC life, and with the 
importance of being habituaWy ready \o \x\^\. wax 
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With the most profound awe, we witness the ravages 
death has made ; we behold, with the most acute sensi- 
bility, his recent victory, and for a while keenly feel that 
we also must submit to this universal conqueror. So* 
lemn consideration ! To quit this mortal scene, to bid 
adieu to every earthly friend, to consign our bodies to the 
grave, to enter an immeasurable, a retributive eternity, 
ire awful thoughts, which extort the exclamation, " O 
death, thou king of terrors !" But religion, my cousin, 
the blessed religion of the Bible, is an effectual antidote 
to the sting of death, which is sin, that baneful poison, 
that procuring cause of all our wo. This holy religion 
can support us under the pressure of intense afflictions, 
can impart heavenly peace and comfort on a dying pil- 
low, can dispel the gloomy terrors of death, can illumine 
the dreary grave, and procure our admission into the 
celestial world. This is a consummation devoutly to be 
wished. O that this religion, my dear friend, may be 
ours ! May it renovate and sanctify our hearts, elevate 
°ur affections sc beyond this little scene of things," regu- 
late our conversation, and influence and adorn our de- 
portment. May its heavenly spirit be abundantly infuaw 
cd into our bosoms, calm and felicitate our minds, and 
give a zest to every other enjoyment. O could these 
wishes be realised, what different persons- should we be L 
'hat extensive good might we do ! what calm serenity, 



)r the glory of God> and the benefit of our fellow-crea* 
ires, and so much that we might do ! 
We have a near neighbour,* whose palid countenance, 
id emaciated frame indicate, to the grief of tnnxi^, 
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her existence on earth must soon be terminal 
disorder is a consumption, which long ago effect 
dermined her health, and which she has be 
Christian fortitude and resignation. She is a 
very extensive reading, intimately acquainted 
best authors, and communicates her ideas wit 
and accuracy. But the most excellent trait in 
acter is exemplary piety. I had an interview 
a few days ago, and found her conversation, 
cheerful and improving. She said she was er 
signed to the will of God, felt no terror at the t 
dying, and hoped she was not deceived. She 
she had lived so long, while others were cu 
might have been much more useful in the w 
done more good than she had. With an elevi 
and smiling aspect, " O what a comfort," said s 
the Lord God omnipotent reigneth, and will < 
pleasure !" 

Some time ago I read " the happy death" of 
tical David Hume. His biographer, Dr Sr 
eulogized his character, and related with trii 
happy death. But in my opinion, it falls fa 
that dignified appellation. It was affected ins< 
a stupid apathy, which he obviously strove to 
and manifest. Any person of discernment m 
the anxiety and aim of his panegyrist, which is 
his character to advantage, and make it appear 
necessary is religion, because Mr Hume died 
cally without it. But, alas ! Where, O where 
boasted philosophy of these modern infidels, v 
taire agonized on his dying pillow, when he j 
bis breath ? The cold comfort of non-existence 
and he felt he must live for ever a monument o 
dictive wrath of Omnipotence, \»\iose ^ottao 
had wished to eradicate from t\re ewrih. *U ' 
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with horror and despair depicted on his countenance, he 
observed to his attending Physician, " 1 will give you 
" half my fortune, if you will save my life for six months; 
" if not, I must go to the devil." His was a death of 
remorse and poignant anguish, the bare description of 
which is enough " to harrow up the soul." May it prove 
an insuperable obstacle to the spread of his deleterious 
principles and baneful example. It is said of him, that 
Ik solemnly promised, that he never would rest till he 
had exterminated the very name of the Redeemer from 
the face of the earth. Bufr Jesus sits upon the holy hill 
of Zion ; and declares, that the gates of hell shall not pre- 
vail against his cause ; but that it shall extend, and extend, 
till he have the heathen for his inheritance, and the ut- 
termost parts of the earth for his possession. He will 
not suffer his name to be blasphemed, nor his religion 
despised with impunity ; but will one day consign his 
incorrigible opposers to corroding despair and remediless 
wo ; while he welcomes his humble followers to that peace- 
ful shore, " where tempests never beat, nor billows roar." 

I have recently read " Practical Piety" by Miss More, 
and think it is excellent. Watts on " The Improvement 
of the Mind" is a good book, and contains a great deal 
of instruction. I wish it were more generally read. 

Present my love to all my cousins and relatives. I 
shall now conclude this long epistle with ardent wishes* 
for your temporal and eternal welfare. Your affectionate 
cousin, &c 

LETTER TO MISS H. H. OF BEVERLY. 

My Dear Hannah, Beverly, Oct. 1811. 

I thank you for your answer to my question, which 
appears to be according to Scripture. " F«iUv 
works is dead." If we have religion, ths& ^vwcfcSX 
by a holy life and conversation. We dha& ^s* Ww» 
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to Cod, having our fellowship with the Father and his 
Son Jesus Christ. We shall exercise philanthropy to the 
whole human species ; for " love is the fulfilling of the 
law ;" and " he that loveth, dwelleth in God, and God in 
him." We shall especially love Christians, the house- 
hold of faith ; for the Apostle says, " We know that we 
have passed from death unto life, because we love the 
brethren." In short, we shall assiduously endeavour to 
imbibe the spirit of Christ, to emulate his example, to 
deny all ungodliness and every worldly lust, and to live 
soberly, righteously, and godly, in this present evil world. 

But is this the portraiture of a genuine Christian? 
Then may I justly fear I deserve not that honourable 
appellation. My heart is the seat of pollution and vice, 
deceitful and desperately wicked. My life, from my in* 
fantile years to the present moment, exhibits a wretched 
picture of uselessness, deformity and sin. 

I fear I have lived to no good purpose, literally in vain. 
And yet, paradoxical as it may appear, I hope I do bate 
sin as hostile to God, and inimical to the best interests 
of men. I hope I do deplore, and abhor all my sin* 
which for number and magnitude are beyond conception, 
and known only to Him with whom I have to do. I do 
most ardently wish in my humble way to promote the in- 
terests of pure religion, and the advancement of Christ's 
kingdom on earth. But " Faint, yet pursuing,*" must 
be my motto. From the Bible we learn, that sanctifi- 
cation is not stationary, but progressive. Christians con- 
tinually go from strength to strength, growing in grace 
and the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ 
But I do not seem to make any progress,— -to gain any 
strength. I have often thought that I might adopt with 
propriety almost every successive evening, the exclama* 
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i of the illustrious Roman Emperor, when he exclaim* 
it the close of a day on which he had not conferred a 
3iir on any one, " My friends* I have lost a day f O 
had lost but one day, and all my others had beea 
it in uniform, and ardent, and entire devotedness te 
1, methinks it would shod a ray of lustre on my last 
rs, and illumine my departing moments, while Christ 
his righteousness should be all my dependence. 
)«?. K Sabbath morn* ' Imagination tells me you are 
outly worshipping the most High in his earthly 
rts. May you be favoured with his presence and 
ising, and find proper food for your immortal soul ; 
t you may say as I have often said, " it is good to be 
re*" By a peculiar trial I am now deprived of this 
itimable privilege. Yet, cheering consideration 1 though 
i loveth the gates of Zion, he does not forsake the 
filings of Jacob. To the humble and contrite soul he 
•eady to communicate his grace, and manifest his glo- 

" God in himself is bliss enough, take what he will 
iy" la him, are hid all the treasures of wisdom 
1 knowledge, and he is the fountain of all excellence 
1 glory. The Christians conversation is in heaven. 

holds " communion, sweet communion, large and 
ligh/* with the glorious Jehovah, the maker of heaven 
I earth. And hy his amiable and useful deportment, 
ers take knowledge of him that he has been with 
us, and learned of Him. 

Redemption ! how great, hew glorious the theme, 
us, the beloved Son of the Most High, who thought k 
robbery to be equal with God, became incarnate, suffer- 
reproaches and indignities, and eventually died the ago- 
ing and ignominious, death of the cross for rebel sinners, 
worthless worms of the dust The combined exertions 
ingels and men could not have effected tYve t^con s& 
lost soul 'Sin was committed against axv *\y&kvN^5 
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holy God, and required an infinite expiation. Prince E 
manuel was our substitute, and he only was adequate t 
the arduous, the amazing undertaking. He is exalte 
to the throne of his Father, and makes continuaMntei 
cession for his humble followers. He invites- us in tl 
most alluring manner, in the most soothing accents, i 
participate in the blessings he has bought with his 01 
most precious blood. "Come unto roe, all 'ye that 1 
bour, and are heavy laden; 'and I will give you re 
Him that cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast on 

may our hearts overflow with gratitude to this gn 
Physician and Recoverer of lapsed souls ? Let us endk 
vour to transcribe in our hearts and lives the lineamei 
of his immaculate character ; for he has left us an exai 
pic that we should follow his steps : And the nearer 1 
approximate to him, we enjoy a more refined and sol 
happiness, and are capable of doing more good. 

I have recently read Buchanan's " Researches in Ask 
a very instructive work. Speaking of the ancient Syri 
Christians, who had only manuscript Bibles, he asked 
priest if he should like to have some printed copie 
" They will be worth more than their weight in silve 
replied the venerable priest ; and then inquired if it woe 
be practicable to obtain one for each church. Do * 
my friend, realize the immense value of our Bibles ? 

Since I saw you, I have also read Scott's Force' 
Truth, a very interesting and judicious work ; calculate 

1 think, to be extensively useful. It is said of Hen 
Kirke White* a considerable poet, that when imbibii 
latitudinarian principles, a pious minister sent him tt 
book, whkh had the desired effect. He immediate 
renounced his infidel scheme, and ever after was an adv 
CAte for the fundamental doctrines of the gospel. 

Your candour will excuse irma\ faxstoa \ *tvauld f 
perceive material errors, act ttta a inetvA, xnsfcfe^ 
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lown to me. At soon as you find a vacant hour, do 
ite it to your ever affectionate friend, &c. 



March 20. This world is replete with changes, misfor- 
tunes, separations, sins, and troubles. Some are dying, 
going the way of all the earth ; others are introduced into 
tab mutable state, to fill up the vacancies. Some are 
pining on beds of sickness ; others surfeited with exube- 
rant health. Some are soaring to honours and emolu- 
ments ; others verging to the deepest obscurity ; some 
possessed of princely power, and affluent fortunes ; others 
enslaved to cruel tyrants, groaning under poverty and 
ignominious chains. Some are glorying in the most con- 
summate wickedness, without one relenting sigh, or one 
foreboding fear; others there are, groaning under the 
burden of their guilt and bondage, ready B to despair of 
mercy; and others exulting in the superlative love of Je- 
sus, and as it were transported to the third heavens. 

Alas ! some have parted with friends, near and dear as 
life itself 1 Yes, in this world I must never more behold 
one whom I delight to call my friend,— my sister. Harriet 
is now probably sailing the boisterous Atlantic, in quest 
of the benighted shores of India, there to instruct poor 
Indians, and shew to them Jesus, whose blood cleanseth 
from all sin ; which the waters of the Ganges cannot 
Wash av ay. O my friend, dear art thou to my fond 
heart, which almost bleeds at parting. May Jesus fit 
Us to meet in his kingdom above, where the falling tear 
shall be wiped away, and our souls shall praise his name 
for evermore. 

April 25. Last Thursday I heard Mr B. £. preach 
Mir preparatory .lecture from these words, u W hosoever 
ihail eat this biead, and drink this cup unwortUy, 
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shall be guilty of the body and blood of the Lord." It 
was a most searching sermon, and 1 think made as deep 
impression on my mind as any I ever heard. I do hope 
it will not be as water spilt on the ground, but like the 
seed that fell on good soil, may it spring up, and bear 
abundant fruit, to the glory of sovereign grace. that 
I, and every professor, who heard that solemn discount 
may faithfully and diligently examine ourselves by it, ! 
and see if Ve are not weighed in the balance, and food a 
wanting. O merciful Father, be with us all on the en- * 
suing Sabbath, meet with us in our closets, display thy 
radiant glory to our view, and enable us to wrestle with 
thee like Jacob, and like Israel to prevail. Welcome as 
to thy table, feed our hungry souls with good things, 
and fill them with humble repentance, and admiring joy 
, and gratitude. May our lamps be replenished with oil 
our graces enlivened and confirmed, and our whole soub 
ravished with the beauties of our Redeemer. Bliss our : 
minister with renewed unction of divine grace. 

April 28. Yesterday I passed the afternoon very 
agreeably with N. W. I was very free in conversation, 
and communicated some things which, I believe, had 
better been kept secret. I have full and encreasing 
evidence that my tongue is an unruly evil, replete with 
deadly poison ; hard, very hard to govern. O that I 
may be enabled to set a double guard, to watch the door 
of my lips. O the rich compassion of Jesus ! He still 
bears with my continued provocation, and gives me now . 
and then a glimpse of his resplendent beauties. Sure fas 
is lovely, altogether lovely, deserving a world of praise. 
What are the riches of both the Indies ; what are all the 
honours, emoluments and pleasures of the whole gfofa . 
compared to an interest in his favour, and the enjoyment | 
of his smiles? O may Yus swpet\*.\.We excellence be 
known, and admired by the igcvoxaia RoVtevtaft* ^ 



Jkfiir Fanny Woodbury. 10$ 

tfatuated Mahometan, the superstitious Hindoo, the poor 
sgraded African, the enlightened European, # the highly 
tvoured American, and by all classes of people in all 
limes. Blessed Jesus ! erect thy throne in every heart ; 
bed abroad thy love in every breast; and cause thy 
tame to be praised from the rising of the sun to his going 
lown. Bless our dear missionaries on the dangerous ocean ; 
bring them safely and speedily to the benighted shores 
of Hindostan, with hearts overflowing with gratitude, glow- 
is; with philanthropy, and burning with heavenly zeal. 

LETTER TO MISS A. C. H. OF BRADFORD. 1 

Beverly, June 6, 1812. 
Perhaps I ought to apologize, my dear Miss H. for 
again troubling you with a letter, especially as I ratfasjp 
think you have not answered my last. But as we hum- 
bly hope we are partakers of the same special grace, 
travelling to the same eternal noma* let us do all in our 
power to help each other, to bear each others burden, 
and provoke unto love and good works. How is it with 
you ? I trust you enjoy the presence of your covenant 
Cod, and are engaged in promoting his glorious, cause. 
Alas! what shall I say of myself? I am cold and stupid 
in the service of the greatest and best of beings ! " Oh that 
toy head were waters, and mine eyes a fountain of tears, 
that I might weep day and night" over my wretched un- 
belief, obduracy, pride, ingratitude, and every evil of my 
heart. Blessed be God for Jesus Christ. One drop of 
that precious blood which he voluntarily shed on Calvary, 
H can wash the dismal stain away !" Though our sins be 
jf scarlet colour and a crimson hue, in number and mag- 
nitude rising to the very heavens, and calling aloud for 
rengeance, yet Jesus Christ came into the world to save 
iinners. " Amazing pity ! grace unknown ! and love 

K 
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"beyond degree r O the height; the depth, and the 
of the love of Christ ! Let us ponder much on {h 
ous, stupendous theme, though our ideas must 
inadequate, till we a/e landed in the Canaan abovi 
faith and hope are forever superseded by the fu 
and fruition of our Saviour and our God. Th 
(shall / be thus favoured ?) consummately holy anc 
shall sing the song of redeeming love, with a 
wonder and rapturous joy, " Worthy is the Lamb t 
slain, to receive power, and riches, and wisdc 
strength, and honour, and glory, and blessing !" 
Wjg-hope for such great things, let us observe tl 
tie's injunction, " Be ye therefore stedfast, imm 
always abounding in the work of the Lord." CI 
should shine as lights in the world.* They shoulc 
the constant exercise of religion, displaying en 
the fruits of the Spirit in their lives and conve 
that others may take knowledge of them that th 
been with Jesus, anoVare one with them. My dea 
I am weary of this lassitude. I am sick of this st 
I do long to be engaged in religion, to glow with 
zeal for the -cause of Zion, and with alacrity do al 
power for its advancement. But alas ! " when 1 
do good, evil is present with me." I wiH not 
you any more with my complaints at present ; 
will rejoice with me, that we have a -cotrrpassionat 
Priest, who can be touched with the feeling of a 
mities, having been tempted like us we are in all 
sin excepted. In all our difficulties and sorrow: 
repair to him, and implore grace to help in time < 
Sabbath morn, June 7. My dear friend, reli 
this place is At very low ebb. Iniquity abounds, 
love of many appears to be waxing cold. It t 
feared, that the religion of many \s onty tvomini 
they call Christ, Lord, Lord, but tvox. c»n5 
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rhings which, he commands. Sinners notice their 
»rsation, and. exulting ask, " What do ye more than, . 
s ?" But in these times of general declension, it is 
onsoling hope> that there are a few who, by their 
lie and amiable deportment and pious conversation, 
e to all around them that they feel the power of 
less,, and constraining love of Jesus in their souls., 
t I have said in the grief of my heart, I trus*t will 
re your prayers for us, that we may be stimulated' to 

and vigorous exertions for a general revival, that 
! dark times- mpy be the prelude to a bright and 
nous morn.. u The Lord reigneth> let the earth re* 
" His church is the object of his peculiar care ; 
he has promised,, that the gates of hell shall not pre- 
against it. Satan, and. his subtile emissaries may 
i to undermine his cause, and exterminate his dear 
e from the earth ;. but they are all under his con* 
I, and do in. reality subserve his interests, and for- 
1 his designs, though. " they mean not so, neither do- 
r hearts think so." He that sits on the holy hill 
ion, can make the wrath of man to praise him, and. 
remainder of wrath he will restrain. He has the 
ts of all in his hand, and can turn them as the rivers 
aters are turned. He can make his most inveterate 
nies- to become his most zealous and cordial friends ;, 

raise up children to Abraham of the very stones. 
' time, the glorious time is hastening, when Christ 
1 have the heathen for his inheritance, and the utter- 
t parts of the earth for his possession. His gospel 
1 soon visit every habitable corner of the world, mak? 
the wilderness and solitary place to bloom like Eden, 
resound with hosannas to the Son of David. They 

are now groping in worse than Egyptian darkness, 
Aved in Pagan, Mahometan, and JevA^v s\^\^\\w v 
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shall be illumined with the refulgent rays of the 
righteousness, and rejoice in his pardoning love. 

I leave you to worship God in his earthly court! 
you, may I, may all who encircle the throne of grc 
day, be watered with the dews of divine grace, en 
smiles of our blessed Jesus, and' be prepared to enj 
in the New Jerusalem, where all is love, amity anc 
and where none " shall say, I am sick." 

Sabbath Yes, my sister, our Jesus shal 
" King of nations, as he is King of saints.** " G 
things are spoken of Zion, the city of our God," 
in due time shall be accomplished. The knowle 
the Lord shall fill the earth, as the waters cover th 
and all nations shall flock to the standard of the 
Unquestionably many of the poor heathen, who i 
time since were led captive by Satan at his will 
been liberated from their abject bondage, and n 
enjoy that liberty wherewith Christ makes his cl 
free. Many more, it is to be hoped, have done w 
and sorrow, have reached the haven of eternal re? 
are singing hallelujahs to the Prince of peace, 
sublime, how glorious is their felicity ! With whi 
ture do they look back on the hour, when a piou; 
sionary first landed on their native shores. With 
ineffable extacy do they recur to the moment whe 
were snatched as brands from the burning, and e: 

' to all their present glory, and celestial prospects, 
friend, the salvation of one poor' Pagan is worth 
than millions and millions of worlds. May oui 
missionaries be instrumental in bringing many 
darkness into God's marvellous light, who shall b 
joy and crown of rejoicing in the day of the Lord 
I think much of cur dear sisters, Nancy and H 
With an aching heart, and wee^\i\£ e^es, \ 

shall see them no more on earth. T$>uv I eommw 
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God, and to the word of his grace, beseeching him to 
bss them and make them blessings ; and at last give us 

a happy meeting in heaven, never more to be separat- 
• My beloved Miss H. I have written much, and 
t not the half that I wish. If my letter meets with a 
Jcome reception, I shall doubtless have an answer soon. 
Mir candour will excuse imperfections* Yours inviolably- 

JOURNAL, 181 8: 

June 14r. Is it possible that heaven can be my home,, 
lile it has so. few of my thoughts ? How can I love my 
viour God, while his- superlative love and excellence so 
&ly affect my heart. If Jesus is mine, and I am his,- 
ty am I not constantly enraptured with his beauties*, 
d glowing with zeal for his cause Why am I not on 
e wing to do good and communicate, doing all in my 
wer to meliorate the condition of those around me,, and 
nog ample evidence of the beauty and - worth of that 
arity, which seeketh not her own ? Alas, sin dwelleth 
me. " What I would, that do t not ; but what I would 
t, that do I." Thanks be to- God for his unspeakable 
\ of Jesus Christ. I have nothing ; lam nothing ; I 
d do nothing, to merit the divine blessing. But, if I 
i not deceived, my dependence is on Christ. May he 
made- unto me wisdom, righteousness, and redemption. 
June 18. After much deliberation, and some difficulty, 
ttle meeting is appointed here among the females, for 
purpose of reading and conversing on religious sub* 
s. What encouragement it wiH receive I know not: 
am inclined to hope it will prove propitious to the in* 
at of the Redeemer's kingdom, and edifying to the 
tble-souL O, if there may be even but tivctt to&v 
her in Christ's name, he will be in \h& wfaX 
'meting, instructing, and comforting \\^» 
K 3 
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I ardently pray for the enlivening smiles of God, that we 
may be united in love ; that we may rehearse with free- 
dom the wonders of redeeming grace, and speak of things 
pertaining to the kingdom of God ; and may the meeting 
be a Bethel to each of our souls. The Lord grant, we all 
may have reason to rejoice for these little conferenca 
Surely something must be done, to counteract the spirit 
of dissipation, impiety, and awful stupidity, which in- 
creases to nn alarming degree. If we cannot do what we 
would, we must do what we can. God, the Maker of 1 
heaven and earth, does not despise the day of small I 
things. He condescendingly notices the weakest exer- \ 
tions to promote his glory, and ad vance his cause ; and \ 
that he may likewise honour this poor attempt with abun- 
dant success ! 

Lord I want humility. With surprise and grief I have 
of late observed the workings of that predominant sin, 
pride. O cleanse thou me from secret faults. ■ 
June 27. We have appointed two meetings ; but'alas i I 
they meet with no encouragement. Any thing, even a 
convival visit, is become of more importance than spend- j 
ing two hours in religious conversation and reading. All 
seek their own, not the things that are Jesus Christ's. 
Beligion, with many of its professors, is but a secondary 
concern, not worthy of being the subject of conversation 
in their social visits. Ought these things so to be ? Have 
we so learned Christ? O that mine head were waters, and 
mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep day and 
night over the sin and iniquity that prevail, and call 
down the judgments of Heaven upon us. Wars and n> 
rhours of wars are convulsing the earth. Perhaps New 
England has seen its happiest days. O that Christians 
would awake from their slumbers, t\*x& \.V» ^o, and 
plead mightily for our nation. O tk*t wt^twto,^ 
uninvested with authority, may be m& 3m9« 
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by that wisdom which comes from above, and adopt mea- 
sures salutary and prudent O that we may all indivi- 
dually repent of our provoking sins, and walk softly and 
humbly before God all the days of our lives. Arise, O 
Lord ; favour Zion. Bless our missionaries ; bless bur 
dear country ; bless all the nations of the earth with peace 
and religion* 

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER TO MISS N. K. OF 
NEWBURYPORT. 

i Beverly, July 6, 1812. 

[ My Dear Cousin, h 

r Last evening I attended worship at Mr E.'s Chapel, 
where a most excellent sermon was delivered by Mr £• 
f of Salem, from these words, " He that is not for me is 
i against me; and he that gathereth not with me scat-' 

tereth abroad." There is no medium in this case, my 
i cousin. We are serving God or mammon. We are pre- 
: paring for immortal glory, or posting on to destruction. 

Let infidels and atheists contemptuously sneer at the 
i humble Christian, and audaciously say, " No God, no 
i future punishment ; M but they shall know, perhaps too 
r late, that heaven and hell are not mere chimeras, but aw- 
i ful realities. They shall know that the Christian has not 
i " followed cunningly devised fables but that he has 
f chosen the good part, the pearl of great price, of infinitely 
more worth than millions of perishing worlds. O my 
cousin, my cousin, the time is short 1 We stand on the 
borders of the unseen world, on the verge of heaven or 
hell. After we have witnessed a few more rising and 
setting suns, we shall go the way whence we shall not re- 
turn. Wealth, honour, pleasure, will ye cheer us in our 
departing moments, smooth our dying ^^mt/\mi&s&b 
the gloomy vale, and ascertain our V* cwnrw A 
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glory ? Thy smiles, dear Jesus, can dispel the horrors of 
the grave, and fill our souls with glory unutterable. The 
religion of the most renowned heathen philosophers could 
never effect this. No ; to them all was uncertainty and 
darkness beyond the grave. By the gospel, life and im« 
mortality are brought to light. Let us not neglect these 
blessings, lest the heathen rise up in judgment, and cofr 
demn us. Let not our immortality, that grand preroga- 
tive of our nature, prove our everlasting curse. Ono! 
let us deposit our souls by faith and love in the hands of 
Jesus, and then they shall be safe under the wreck of 
worlds, and dissolution of nature. " Our faith shall sit 
secure, and bid defiance to the gates of hell.'* 

The sun has left our hemisphere, and darkness bids me 
dose. Respects to your honoured parents. I am yours 
affectionately, &c 

LETTEE TO MISS N. J. OF BEVERLY* 

Beverly, July 6, 1812V 
Expected company will prevent my visiting yxra this 
afternoon, and attending the meeting ; but if you will ex* 
cuse my intrusion, I will converse a few moments witfr 
you by epistle. 

May this be the commencement of a correspondence 
and friendship, founded on the rook Christ Jesus. Then- 
it. shall live and flourish, when time shall be no more, re- 
fined, enlarged, and exalted in the Paradise of God, 
There we shall meet with the prophets, apostles, and* 
martyrs ; there we shall meet, not only with those Chris- 
tians with whom we are personally acquainted here, but 
millions whom we never saw, redeemed out of every 
tongue, and nation, and clime, an exceeding great multi- 
tade, which no man can number, a\\ cemeiWaA Vogatas. 
*o the most indissoluble union«~cA\ out Va OansX taraft 
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There we shall join with seraphic spirits in singing the 
song of Moses and the Lamb. But this is not all. We 
thall see Jesus, the Mediator of the new covenant, the 
Saviour of sinners, the Captain of our salvation, the Prince 
of peace. Lost in admiration, love and extacy, we gaze 
on his resplendent beauties, and superlative glory; we 
adore his stupendous electing love, and chaunt his praises 
in melodious strains* This is he who was born in a 
manger, who constantly went about doing good, who had 
not where to lay his head, who suffered patiently the 
scorn and derision of rebellious worms, a man of sorrows 
and acquainted with grief. Behold him in Gethsemane • 
He is sore amaaed and very heavy, exceeding sorrowful 
even unto death ; in such an agony that he sweat as it 
were blood from every pore. Attend him to Calvary* 
There, extended on the cross, forsaken by his disciples, 
partially forsaken by his Father, his body in the most 
exquisite anguish, his soul overwhelmed with the ponde- 
rous load of all our sins, he meekly bows his head and 
dies. " Heaven wept that man might smile ; heaven 
bled that man might never die : Bound every heart, and 
every bosom burin" I can, say no more on this mysteri- 
ous, glorious theme. My inexperienced pen is inadequate 
to the task. Surely disembodied redeemed spirits must 
llake all heaven resound with loud acclamations to their 
£reat Deliverer. Well* might the angels sing, " Glory 
k) God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will to- 
ward men," at the birth of the " Babe of Bethlehem." 
Well might the apostle count all things but loss for -the 
excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus his Lord. 
To know Jesus and him crucified ; to feel a spark of his 
love in our hearts, is a rich enjoyment, a prelibation of 
heaven, to which a confluence of terrestrial delights bears 
aa comparison. « God is love ; anji \ie ttax 
to dwelleth in God, and God in Yrinu ,% liw* «AW 
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mility are, I apprehend, the quintessence of religion. 
Could I but descry these two graces habitually in my 
heart, I should need no surer criterion of my union to 
Jesus, and part in his redemption. If I know any thing 
of my deceitful heart, I think I do long to possess them 
in the highest degree, and ever to act under their infl* 
ence. But alas ! pride, that predominant sin in all, d» 
covers itself in a variety of forms, and works within to 
my great grief and detriment. " O for perfect likeness 
to my Lord I" O for a humble and contrite spirit, which 
the Majesty of heaven will not despise !: , 

I trust you enjoy the presence of your covenant God, 
and are engaged in his service. He is a good Master, 
andjporthy of our entire confidence and obedience. You 
will ever have reason to rejoice that you enlisted under 
bis banners, and put your trust under the shadow of his 
wings. If he has called us from darkness unto light, we 
are engaged in a warfare which death only will terminate* 
If Satan cannot prevent our salvation, he will at least do 
all in his power to annoy our peace and comfort. Bat 
we need not' fear. He and all our enemies are subject to 
our Prince, and can do nothing but by his permission* 
More and greater are they that are for us, than they thatr 
are against us. The conflict will soon be over. If w«? 
are what we profess, we shall soon be beyond the reach o>/ 
an ensnaring world,, a wicked heart, and. a malicious ad-*- 
versa ry. Yes, my sister, life is but a transient passaged 
from the cradle to the tomb. The important period i^ 
hastening on, when our work will be finished, our racer 
run, our probation ended. O fur wisdom to redeem the? 
time* to improve the precious moments, as they take their 
flight, to the glory of God, and the good of our fellow 
mortals. Let the love of Jesus constrain us to use every 
talent and every faculty in promotu\£ \v\& Yu^jtami 
recommcndiug his religion. Tfreety twx^ 
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it us freely give. Much has been done for us, shall we 
ot burn with an ardent desire to do something to evince 
ur loVe to the blessed Jesus? Never, never let us be 
shamed of the cross of oar Lord Jesus Christ. No ; we 
rill glory in it : We will manifest- to the world, that we 
ive as strangers and pilgrims here, that we have meat to 
at that they know not of-— joys to which they are strangers, 
rod that we are the disciples of the meek and lowly Jesus. 
Miy he give us grace thus to act ; for our sufficiency is 
of God. 

My dear Nancy, these are emphatically perilous times. 
w Iniquity abounds, and the love of many waxes cold." 
"The "ways of Zion do mourn, because* few come unto 
her solemn feasts/ 9 Could I see professing Christians 
sighing and crying for the abominations that prevail, I 
should consider it a token for good. But I hope yet to 
see better times. The Lion of the tribe of Judah shall 
prevail. His cause shall revive and flourish, his kingdom 
shall extend till all nations are brought into it. Those 
who sit in darkness and the shadow of death, shall exult 
in the cheering rays of the Sun of righteousness, and 
triumph in his pardoning love. Thousands, now led cap- 
tive by Satan at his will, shall ere long be emancipated 
from their galling bondage, shall emerge from obscurity, 
ignorance, and vice, to the possession of pardon, peace, 
and felicity. 

" O blessed hour ! O glorious day 1 

What a large victory shall ensue ? 
And converts, who thy grace obey, , 

Exceed the drops of morning dew." 

Accept the effusions of my heart, and overlook imperfec- 
tions I need not say that an answer would be highly 
gratifying. I am yours affectionately, &c. 
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JOURNAL, 1812. 

July 12. I groan, being burdened. I am a 
stupid to an amazing degree. But I have to mou 
my carnal mind, my rebellious will, my unprofita 
my unguarded conversation, and my distance fi 
covenant God and Saviour. Blessed be God, I 
under the law, but under grace. There is balm 
lead, there is a Physician there. The bruised : 
will not break, the smoking flax he will not quen 
that I could ever be looking unto Jesus. O that 
sires, my hopes, my thoughts, my whole heart 
centre in him, for he is woithy. May his name 
sic to my ears, and celestial joy to my heart, 
his matchless excellencies may be manifested, 
and admired in heathen climes. May the wilderr 
solitary place be glad, and resound with loud hosa 
his name. May our dear missionaries be favour 
his smiles, and diffuse the odour of his name thro 
«art lands. 

July 23. This being a day appointed by the 
nor of Massachut-etts for fasting, humiliation, an 
er, O that all the children of God may have a 2 
prayer poured out upon them ! May they all mee 
throne of grace, and plead earnestly for our deal 
try, and the whole world ; and may their wrest) ii»{ 
with a prayer-hearing God. May all our chun 
Bochims,* and all our ministers prudent, humb 
fervent. May I be graciously guided, animat 
assisted in the complicated duties of the day, that 
have an Ebenezer to erect to my Lord and my G 



• Places of weeping* See Judaea u. \— &% 
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LETTER TO MISS N. J. OF BEVERLY. 

Beverly, July 2& 1812. 

My Dear Naucy, 

Your ideas on the atonement and character of Christ, 
fully coincide with mine. That Christ is equal to the 
Father is, I thinly obviously held to view in the oracles 
of God. He himself asserts, " I and my Father are 
m «e ; n and John, speaking of the Son, says, « This is 
the true God, and eternal life." He is the brightness of 
the Father's glory, and the express image of his person ; 
be thought it not robbery to be equal with God, and de- 
clared it to be the divine will, " that all men should ho- 
nour the Son, even as they honour the Father." As far 
-as I can ascertain, this precious doctrine is generally ad- 
vocated among professors in this parish. But I have 
heen in company with persons who discard from their 
systems the doctrine of divine decrees and of election, 
*nd who have manifested such disgust and pain at the 
*ery introduction of these subjects, that no arguments, 
no scripture proofs could be attended to, or even heard 
Wl *h composure. But why do they thus mutilate the 
^erring word of Ged ? If the bible is a revelation of his 
a perfect rule of faith and practice, let us take it as 
w ^ find it, and cordially receive what is there revealed, 
though to us incomprehensible. Whatever is necessary 
*° our salvation appears in the most explicit terms, adapt- 
e <l to the meanest capacity. There are mysteries in na- 
ture ; and were there none in the volume of inspiration, 
^ming from the infinite Jehovah, the great I AM, whose 
>rays and thoughts are as high above ours as the hea- 
vens are higher than the earth, might we not suspect it 
to be of human invention ? Now we see through a glass 
darkly. Manj are the difficulties we cautvot 
ways of God are inscrutable, and many S\*^w*>~ 
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tions appear mysterious and unaccountable. But \ 
called to walk by faith, and not by sight, to trust 



darkness are round about him, yet judgment ar 
tice are the habitation of his throne. Those wh 
numbly trust and serve Him, shall one day see a 
factory solution of these ambiguous dispensation 
wise reasons for all his procedure, when they shall 
him face to fiy*, see as they are seen, and know 
they known. Ignorance and error shall then vanis 
they shall see that the Lord " has done all things i 
My dear friend, we live in a dark and gloom 
when errors and divisions prevail even among prof 
to the great detriment of religion, and grieving 
Holy Spirit. I often fear I am a stumbling-block 
way of others, and that I strengthen the hands 
doers. How affecting his* interrogation, " Will ' 
go away May we not exclaim, " Lord, to whoi 
we go ? thou hast the words of eternal life." O, r 
be the Shepherd and Physician of our souls. I ] 
appropriate the following verses to myself. " I wi 
thee, O Lord, my strength. The Lord is my roc 
my fortress, and my deliverer ; my God, my stren 
whom I will trust ; my buckler, and the horn of n 
ration, and my high tower." 

** When I can say, • My God is mine,* 
When I can feel thy glories shine* 
I tread the werld beneath my feet, 
And all that earth calls good or great." 

This could soften the rugged path of life ; ch 
under the most acute and complicated trials ; and s 
the bed of death. Were J banished to the cold cli 
Nova Zembla, without an earthly friend or comfoi 
would warm and exhilarate my heart, and make 
little heaven below* It would cxmstttixi \o * 




assured, that though clone 
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praises of God in the joyless dungeon at midnight, as 
\ did Paul and Silas ; and it would enable me to embrace 
\ the martyr's stake with joy unutterable. Do you not 

* feel, my dear friend, that " God in himself is bliss e* 
nough, take what he will away ?" That without his smiles 

- and presence you would be miserable, even though you 
! were possessor of the earth, and called all its honours and 
& pleasures your own ? And yet how prone are we to Teave 
a: the Fountain of living waters, for broken cisterns that 
» 8 can bold no water, — to leave the God of all comfort for 

* perishing, withering gourds,* which are less than nothing 
*■ and vanity. How strange it is, that those who have been 
35 called from darkness to light, and have tasted that the 

Lord is gracious, should ever become immersed in the 
n '-* cares and pleasures of this vain world, and be stupid and 
f F | inactive in his delightful service. May you, my beloved 
*j sister, ever be a distinguished ornament to the religion 
a 7 you profess. When you enjoy nearness to God, think of 

* your vile, worthless, stupid friend. O for the quicken* 
*/ ln & enlivening influences of the Holy Spirit, to put life 

into every duty ; without which all is formality. If I 
«m a child of God, how can I "live at this poor dying- 
^te !" If I know any thing of rny heart, I do long to be 
C0 *i formed to the holy law of God, to die unto sin and 
^ v fc unto righteousness, to be active in the promotion of 
prist's cause and kingdom. But if these desires are 
^ Ir *cere, why do they not produce correspondent exertions ? 
I love God, it must be tested by cheerful obedience to 
commandments. The service of Christ is perfect 
* r ^edom ; his yoke is easy, his burden light, and his corny 
***andments are not grievous, but just and reasonable* 
*^rue, the christian has crosses to take up, conflicts to 
Sustain, trials to endure, and battles to fight ; but he has 
*u al mighty Captain, who supplies, ^sxfc* 

• Jonah iv. 6, 7.. 
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him through every encounter, and will bring him off 
more than conqueror over all his enemies. He finds, in 
the humble performance of his duty, that peace of mind 
which passes understanding, — joys to which the ungodly 
arc strangers. He has many an Ebenezer to erect, and 
many a place on which might well be inscribed Bethel. 
His trials all come with a need-be, and shall all work to- 
gether for his good ; and he shall soon be brought to the 
place his Redeemer has prepared for him ; where he shall 
hear the voice of war no more forever ; and where atf 
tears shall be wiped away. 

De we, my beloved friend, hope for that rest which 
remaineth for the people of God ? Let us then purify our- 
selves even as he is pure ; be steadfast, immoveable, al- 
ways abounding in the work of the Lord. O, that this 
were indeed the case with me ! 

Our friends, Nancy and Harriet, have manifested great 
self-denial, disinterested benevolence, and heroic fortitude 
Shall I see them no more ? 

" Of joys departed, no'er to be recall'd, 
How painful the remembrance !'* 

Your very affectionate friend, &c. 



Journal, 1812. 

Aug. 7. The sun is about to set. To my beloved 
cousin, Mary Kimball, it has set already, and set to ris»^ 
no more. All that was mortal of that once animated an£^ 
beauteous girl rests beneath the sod. Little did she thinf^- 
a few days ago, that her delicate and graceful form musC^ 
be consigned so soon to the narrow grave. Yet this was* 
the decree of Heaven ; and no human being could re- 
verse iu Mary, my dear Mary, 1 sWW st* ^q>jl tvq mote 
beneath the skies ! Death has \tv a momewx. ^ 
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:yond my ken ; while my tears shall bedew your memo- 
and if permitted, shall descend in copious streams on 
►ur new made grave. My dear cousin, how did you 
el, as you left all mortal things, and ranged the fields 
I ether ? 

This catastrophe has involved a once happy family lit 
ears and gloom. One of its fairest flowers is withered. 
Rethinks I see them clad in mourning, suffused in tears, 
tnd inconsolable. O my dear Nancy ! often may you* 
repair to her grave, and see the instability of all earthly 
things; and remember you must follow, and perhaps 
soon sleep by her side in a bed of dust. O Nancy, 
weep not for her, but weep for those sins which nailed 
the Saviour to the cross, and extorted blood from every 
pore. O that you may lean on the Almighty arm of the 
Redeemer, while you pass this vale of tears. Now yoa 
tfe deprived of your only sister, your bosom-friend, with 
*hom you have shared many a jo}-, and spent many ft 
oiling year : O that your bleeding heart may be healed 
n d cheered by the God of all comfort, and made a fit 
^eptacle for his Holy Spirit. May your remaining 
tys be devoted to his glory ; and, after a life of useful- 
-$s, may he smooth your dying pillow, and welcome 
*Ur departing spirit to that happy land, where all tears 
'all be wiped away. O Lord, thou seest the dear family 
^mersed in the deepest gloom. Make this exquisite 
ial to work for their immortal good. Give them the- 
oil of joy for mourning, and the garment of praise for 
e spirit of heaviness." Dry up their falling tears. Im* 
ess this monitory call on the heart of each individual;: 
ich them the vanity of all beneath the sun, the brevity 
d uncertainty of life, the importance of time and of 
\ng prepared for death ; and eventuaW^ i*c€\Ne^«»^ 
hy kingdom of glory, where neither &\rv nor. *<sccwa» 
/ ever enter. 

LS 
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Aug. 9. With all my credulity, I can scarcely be 
that Mary Kimball is no more. Is she dead? She t 
animating beauty and vivacity lighted animation in 1 
a heart— she who was the idol of her fond parents, brc 
and sister, the delight of her friends : She who hax 
appeared conspicuously on the theatre of life, whose 
beat high with prospects of future bliss :— Is she la 
the tomb ? Her corporeal part rests in the dust 
youthful beauty, no skill of the physician, no h 
power could ward off the fatal blow. While she 
moved from these earthly scenes, and early consign* 
her kindred dust, she will live in the affections c 
friends, and her grave shall be bedewed with the ta 
affection* Her probation is ended, her race is run 
her eternal state commenced. What amazing seem 
disclosed to her view ! what vast realities open to h< 
tonished sight ! Oh Mary, how is it ? 

44 But ah 1 no notices she gives,. 

Nor tells us where, not how she lives.** 

Oh sin, what hast thou done ? But for thee, sorro 
death had never been. But ah ! blessed be God fo 
Bible, which brings life and immortality to light ; 1 
discloses a heaven beyond the grave, where storm: 
troubles never come. O, when I pass the gloomy 
may Jesus be near to support and guide my fa 
spirit, and receive it to the embraces of his cverl 
love. 

LETTER TO HER SISTERS. 

Newburyport, Aug. 14, 18 

Dear Sisters, 
Agreeably to your request, I shaW no* *\x«sa\fc 
yoaa concist account of the exit ©™c 



of Miss Fanny Woodbury. 127 

tfear a fortnight before that heart-rending event took 
)lace, my uncle and aunt had information that she was 
worse ; and accordingly they immediately repaired to the 
place of her residence. They found her very sick, her 
head in the most exquisite distress, which had deprived 
her of the exercise of her mental powers, which she ne- 
ver after enjoyed, except at intervals. In one of these 
intervals she told Nancy, who made her a short visit, 
that she must die, and was willing to die. Two days af- 
ter the commencement of her last distressing illness, (for 
she died not literally of her original complaint, but of the 
dropsy in the head,) her physician told her he could do 
no more for her, and asked if she could not put her trust 
in God ; to which she replied, she thought she could. 
Dr M. of Salem was sent for ; and .on his arrival said he 
could do nothing for her. Her parents were with her 
uH she breathed her last, and every effort was used for 
fcviiig her life ; but death had received his commission, 
and youth, beauty, and virtue, fell a victim to his darts. 
Nancy Young, of whom you have heard Mary speak, 
re sts with her beneath the sod. She was a very amiable 
character, an only daughter, and like Mary, very much 
Gloved. But " death loves a shining mark, a signal 

I am very much at home here. My friends treat me 
*ith as much attention as I can possibly desire, and 
lastly more than I deserve. 

If you receive any letters for me from my friends, I 
vish you would gratify me so much as to send them to 
He directed to my uncle ; and one of you write how you 
i&t! and whether any thing special has taken place since 
□y departure. Yours, &c. 

My friends here are as much composed taa&\* 
vied, and send their love* 
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LETTER TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY,- THEK AT 
BRADFORD ACADEMY. 

My Dear Friend, Beverly, Sept. 6, 1812, 

I consider your present situation important and cri« 
tical. You not only possess advantages for acquiring jx* 
lite and scientific knowledge, but you are indulged witn 
many religious privileges. You have a rare opportunity 
for studying the philosophy of Jesus, and becoming an J 
heir of his kingdom, which if you neglect, may be to 1 
your everlasting ruin. By nature we are children of 
wrath, alienated from God, and at enmity with him. 
Hence the necessity of a new heart, of being born again, 
of being created anew in Christ Jesus. And nothing 
short of sovereign grace can effect this radical change- 
can bow our stubborn wills, soften our adamantine hearts/ 
and make us meet for glory. Realize, my friend, the 
desperate wickedness of your heart. Retrospect your 
past life, and say whether you have not lived in vain, 
and worse than in vain. How many precious years have 
you spent in pursuit of " trifles light as air," of vanities 
and embellishments which truly have not profited. Did 
you ever perform one action with a view to the glory of 
God ? If not, then have you never done any thing in- 
trinsically good, or acceptable to the Searcher of hearts 
and Trier of reins ; for he commands us to do all to his 
glory. Have you ever felt the innate opposition of your 
heart to God ? If you have not, it is evident you have 
had no just views of its depravity, nor of the character of 
God, nor of his holy law, which reaches to the thoughts 
and intents of the heart, and which denounces an awful 
curse on the least violation. T\v\s \aw Wje coun- 
teracted; consequently you have \tvc\xtT^\\a\vwj^ 
Wdty, and stand obnoxious to the mceuse&^Cfc 
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Majesty of heaven. Now may you tremblingly enquire, 
' What shall I do to be saved ?" " Believe in the Lord 
fesus Christ." " He has magnified the law, and made 
t honourable ;" — made a complete atonement for sin, and 
;ver liveth to make intercession for his people* Do you 
question his willingness to save you > Repair to Geth- 
semane, and from thence to Calvary. Witness his bloody 
nreat, behold his dying agonies, all endured for rebel 
mners. Is not this sufficient? Listen then with ad- 
miring gratitude to his gracious invitations, comforting 
to the wounded spirit, and soothing to the sin-sick soul • 
" Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy-laden, 
and I will give you rest and " him thatcometh unto me 
I will in no wise cast out." Fly then, my friend, to his 
expanded arms. Imbibe his spirit, emulate his example, 
and obey his commands. This will make you happy and 
useful in life, console you in affliction, smooth your dying 
pillow, cheer your expiring moments, and give you a part 
to that " rest which remaineth for the people of God/* 
The soul is precious. It is capable of enjoying the most 
efined and exalted felicity, or of enduring the most com* 
'Heated and consummate misery. Millions of ages hence 
t shall flourish in unfading spring and immortal glory, 
,r be sinking in the abyss of corroding anguish and black 
espair, tg where their worm dieth not, and the fire is 
ot quenched." The joys of heaven, the torments of 
ell, the brevity and uncertainty of life, the certainty of 
»th and judgment, the unutterable worth of the soul, 
le superlative love of Jesus, the mercies of God, and in 
tort every thing, urges upon you the infinite impor- 
nce of an immediate renunciation of sin and reconcilia- 
m to God. And will you procrastinate ? Will you Con- 
nie to reject the lovely Saviour, voluntarily serve the 
amy of souls, and post on with celerity to 
e/j God way j n anger say, " My Spirit *\va?\ w> W^ga 
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strive," Mid leave you to judicial blindness of miad and 
hardness of heart, to treasure up wrath against the day 
of wrath. Then you may soon unavailingly lament 
your dreadful infatuation, and, in the doleful accents ol 
despair, cry out, " The harvest is past, the summer ii 
ended, and I am not saved." You know that your lift 
is a vapour, a short passage from the cradle to the grave 
Though now in youth and health, there may be but " i 
step between you and death." When you witness th 
rays of the setting sun, reflect, that before the east i 
illumined with his splendour, you may have done with al 
below the skies, and entered on an unchangeable, eteri)* 
state. Eternity— eternity, with all its infinite joys or sor 
rows, hangs suspended on " an inch of time," on the frai 
attenuated thread of life. A few more days, perfaap 
hours, will decide our destiny irreversibly and eternally 
How then can we « give sleep to our eyes, or slumber t 
our eyelids," till our peace is made with the Keeper < 
Israel, who never slumbers nor sleeps, and whose favou 
is of more worth than millions of worlds ? Blessed : 
that person whose God is Jehovah. May you have a 
eye of faith to behold the beauty, the perfection, tl 
glory of Immanuel ; and may you triumph in his pardoi 
ing love, and heaven-beaming smiles. Should this 1 
your happy case, how sincerely should I congratulate yo 
How pleasantly should we go to the house of God 
company,, how often would we converse freely on thin 
pertaining to the kingdom of God, on Zion and Zioi 
King ; and should Jesus condescend to join us, how woi 
our hearts burn within us, as did the disciples of o 
Such scenes, only in imagination, almost invigorate a 
warm my cold and stupid heart. What then would 1 
reality do ? 

May this summer be a memoraVAe, vi^mvaA 
you on these accounts ; and kvn\xmerab\e 
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look back to it with enraptured joy and transporting 
cy. Bradford is dear to the hearts of many who were 
le there to tremble under the thunder of Mount Sinai, 
at length took refuge in the ark of safety, and com* 
iced their journey Zion-ward with alacrity and zeal, 
the like reasons, may it be peculiarly dear to you. 
. not ray hopes be frustrated. Now is the accepted 
e; now is the day of salvation. Consecrate your 
rthful days to God. The meridian of life may not be 
nrs. I beseech, I intreat, I conjure you, to choose that 
)d part " which death shall double, and judgment 
urn.* 

M CrownM higher, and still higher at each stage, 
Through blest eternity's long day ; yet still 
Not more remote from sorrow, than from Him 
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty dust. 
There, O my Betsy, may I meet thee tkert. 

Write soon, and much longer than your last ; and let 
ot the freedom with which I have written offend you. 
'resent my resj>ects to Mr A. and wife, and love to all 
ho may inquire after me. Yours affectionately, &c. 

journal, 1812. 

Oct. Since I wrote last, I have made a visit to New- 
uryport and Bradford. My visit at Bradford was pecu- 
»rly pleasing. Christians are engaged ; young converts 
•lebrating the .praises of their Redeemer ; and convicted 
uners inquiring what they shall do to be saved. About 
renty are hopefully the subjects of renewing grace, and 
i this number is my dear Miss S. I hope and trust 
le has set her face Zion-ward, and will tun 
ce with zeal and alacrity. May the day <rci 
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returns be an auspicious one to Beverly. May she come 
in the fulness of the blessing of the gospel of Christ- 
Come to do great and eminent good here. O for a shower 
of divine grace on this barren place, that Zion may be 
enlarged and beautified, and God glorified f O for a da? 
of Pentecost there, when all shall be of one heart and 
soul ; and great grace shall be upon all O Lord, mab 
bare thine omnipotent arm, and delight to build up thy 
cause, and appear in thy glory. Save this sinking chuta 
from extinction ; purify it and increase its graces and ill 
numbers. Arouse Christians from their guilty slutnben; 
enable them to trim their lamps, and replenish them wii 
oil, and appear decidedly on the Lord's side. Let em* 
less sinners tremble under the thunders of Sinai, and 
to the ark of safety. 



LETTEE TO MBS H. F. OF UABFOM. 

My 0EAE MfiS P. 

I tender you my sincere thanks for your very ob- 
liging letter handed me a few hours ago. Be assured, 1 
should duly appreciate tlie correspondence commenced 
and will do all in my power for its continuance ; but I 
feel, keenly feel, my own inability to write any thing 
worthy your perusal. I know not what can induce yo* 
to wish for any epistolary communications from roe* 
or intercourse with me ; for I am indeed no adept 
in letter-writing, and utterly unworthy your affectien 
and regard. I can adopt the language of Job, " Be- 
hold, 1 am vile." From the crown of my head to 
the sole of my feet, I am full of wounds and bruises, 
and putrifying sores, covered with the leprosy of sin ; 
so that I often exclaim, " O wretched one that I am ! 

who shall deliver me from the iKis death?" 

Truly I have continual need tocrj, K Crox* 
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Jean heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within roe." 
But if we appear thus deformed and sinful to our own 
»artia] selves, how shall we appear to the Majesty of 
leaven, who cannot look upon sin but with abhorrence ; 
n whose sight the heavens are not clean, and before 
nrhom angels and archangels veil their faces, as not wor- 
thy or able to behold so much glory. Well might the 
ipostle enjoin us tef " be clothed with humility and well 
wight trembling and despair take hold of us, but that he 
iit God of infinite compassion and transcendent mercy, 
flow astonishing ! that he will hold communion with vile 
worms of the dust, and now and then give them " a drop 
of heaven/* by the benign manifestation of his grace and 
glory. Blessed be God for Jesus Christ, through whom 
every blessing flows. O may our souls be lost in won- 
der, love, and praise, when we contemplate the glorious 
plan of redemption. O the height, the depth, and the 
length of the love of Christ 1 May it warm and invigo- 
rate our hearts, stimulate to every duty, sweeten every 
cross, alleviate every sorrow, smooth our dying pillows, 
and be the theme of our adoring praises and extatic hal* 
lelujahs through the rounds of eternal 'ages. 

Friday eve. I had heard of the glorious out-pourings 
of the Holy Spirit in Bristol, R. I. previous to the re- 
ceipt of your letter. I have since had information of a 
very general revival in Francistown, N. H. As cold 
waters to a thirsty soul, so is such good news from a far 
country. Blessed be God that any are called to the 
marriage supper of the Lamb, made trophies of his vic- 
torious grace and redeeming love, and induced to com- 
mence their journey from spiritual Egypt to the heavenly 
Canaan. Wonderful are the effects of divine grace. It 
can sweeten the roughest temper, soften the hardest 
heart, subdue the most stubborn wii\, axvd kmUt >ta& 
proudest rebel. It can change the Won VaXA \b&A&x&t» 

M 
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and bring the most aspiring and supercilious monarth ti 
ait with the simplicity of a child at the Saviour's feet 

We go on here as stupidly as usual ; perhaps more sc 
Though there are many dry bones here, yet f tbey on 
live. Who knows but God is about to breathe lifeint 
them, to pour out his spirit here, and appear in his glory i 
Though there are no appearances of it, yet possibly tin 
may be the case; and, O should I live to witness it- 
but it is too mueh to expect. O that the Lord wotik 
make bare his omnipotent arm, cause sinners to trembk 
under the thunders of Sinai, and to flee for refuge to the 
ark of safety 1 Do pray that this may be the case, ant 
that your stupid friend may be enlivened and quickened 
by the Holy Spirit. 

Give my love to Mrs B. and all dear friends. Come 
and see us when convenient ; but do write every oppor- 
tunity. Yours affectionately. 

LETTER TO MISS C. G. OF BRADFORD. 

Beverly, Oct. 20, 1812. 
How is my dear, dear Charlotte ? I hope rejoicing in 
God, and running the way of his commandments, with a 
heart enlarged with gratitude, and glowing with zeal. 
May you so run, that you may obtain the prize, even a 
crown of glory that fadeth not away. When a Christian 
enjoys the smiles of his heavenly Father, and the pre- 
sence of the holy Comforter, when he feels the sweetly 
constraining love of Jesus in his soul; how much does be 
enjoy, and how active is he in the discharge of duty* 
How forcibly, and how amiably does he exhibit the fruits 
of the Spirit in liis life and conversation* Difficulties! 
insuperable to a lukewarm Christian, do not impede iria 
progress. Inflamed with heavenly ardour, he surmounts 
&II obstructions, rises superior to every discouragement, 
Mssumes the cross with alacrity, «Sr 
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portunity to meliorate the condition of his fellow mortals, 
and advance the interests of his Redeemer's kingdom. 
With him the glory of God is a fundamental object, for 
which he longs, and assiduously labours, regardless of the 
contumely and invectives of a wicked world. He may 
be stigmatised with the appellation of devotee or enihusu 
Qtt; but having learnt to glory in the cross of Christ, he 
cheerfully bears persecution, nor counts his life dear untd 
Mm, that he may glorify God, and finish his course with 



Alas ! what I have written is what I would be, but at 
tvery great remove from what I am. I trust however 
it is the happy case with you, and the dear young converts 
in your vicinity. I think much of you all, but parties 
hrly of those who have recently been liberated from- the 
bondage of sin and Satan, and adopted children of GocL 
Most sincerely do I congratulate them on the happy 
change ; and ardently wish they may ever prove bright 
ornaments to the religion of Jesus, and zealous advocates 
for the doctrines of the cross. But my heart almost 
bleeds when I think of the trials and temptations to which 
they will inevitably be more or loss exposed, from a ma- 
licious adversary, an ensnaring world, and a wicked 
heart. Having but just put on the harness, they are lit* 
tie acquainted with fighting, and will probably meet with 
considerable detriment, and many sore bruises and wounds* 
that they may be careful not to go to battle in their own- 
strength, but in dependence on their Captain ; and they 
shall infallibly come off victorious in the end, for he is 
the good shepherd who has given his life for the sheep,* 
and none shall pluck them out of his hand. Tell them, 
my dear friend, to walk humbly and watchfully, to pray. 



ward, to appear decidedly on the Lord's s^^Wm- 
entirely devoted to Cod* May, they \>e £CjcA*^&\?c& *V 
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Jesus Christ, and rich blessings to the church and the 
world 

I lament that a preacher of universal salvation has 
been permitted to exhibit his flattering, though deleteri* 
•us principles in Bradford ; but I hope their influence 
and tendency has been effectually counteracted. Satan 
no doubt will avail himself of all his power, to introduce 
errors, opposition, and confusion ; but he and all his emis- 
saries are under the controul of Zk>n*s King, and can* 
not go beyond his permission. The present is a critical 
and gloomy time. Cruel animosities, vice, and damns* 
ble heresies, abound ; wars and rumours of wars are de- 
solating nations, and strange convulsions are shaking the 
earth to its very centre. The judgments of God are 
abroad in the world and in our land. The sword is un- 
sheathed, and the din of war resounds in our once peace* 
ful climes, exhibiting garments rolled in blood, and 
spreading devastation and destruction far and wide; 
When the conflict will terminate, Omniscience only j 
knows. But it is to be feared, that other direful calami* 
ties impend, if speedy national repentance do not prevent* 
Under these distressing apprehensions, and in these peri- 
lous times, what can console us, but the consideration 
that " the Lord reigns ?" Amidst all these eventful ap- 
pearances and dire commotions, the Church is safe. 
Founded on a Rock, and under the peculiar protection of 
the King of kings, she shall stand every blast, and wea- 
ther every storm, and ere long become the perfection of 
beauty, the joy and praise of the whole earth. Though 
now enveloped in nocturnal darkness, a bright and glori- 
ous morning is about to dawn, when the refulgent rays 
of the Sun of righteousness shall dispel divisions and er- 
rors and make her appear fair as the moon, clear as the 
sun , and terrible as an army w'rth taxiTisia. \% the 

purchase of Emanuel's blood, and Vv« 1a * Sam * 
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hfeld to defend and protect her from all the assaults of 
irth and hell. Happy the soul whose interests and 
apes concentre in the kingdom of the Messiah. When 
lall this kingdom prevail over every opposing power, 
id be established in every comer of the habitable world * ' 
(Then shall the set time to favour Zion come, and the 
nowledgeof the Lord fill the earth, as the waters cover 
he sea? - O when shall wars and dissensions cease, and ' 
he contending nations coalesce in harmonious anthems* 
if praise to the Prince of peace! This happy, glorious 
Hra will ere long be ushered in. O that Christians may 
vise from their slumbers to ardent prayers and exertions 
for its introduction. May they be all engagedness in the * 
service of God. 

I might enlarge upon the importance of Christian zeal, . 
butconsekras guilt prevents ; for you might justly retort, 
" Physician, heal thyself.'! I feel a heavy load of cold- 
aessand stupidity, so that I often breathe, " O Lord, I 
tm oppressed ; undertake for me." O my frozen indur- 
ated heart, when shall it be warmed with the love of 
Jesus, and the enlivening influences of the Holy Spirit? 
And yet, I do not feel that sorrow and contrition for sin* 
frhich I ought, and long for. I want to see my own - 
tothingness and. vileness, and the worthiness and all suf- 
iciency of our great High Priest. Much, yery much do 
f need a, humble and contrite spirit, broken for sin, and «, 
f hungry for the bread of life.* 9 There is a promise, my 
tear sister, that those who wait on the Lord shall " renew 
beir strength, they shull.run and not be weary, walk and . 
tot faint." O that we may thus wait on him, stay our* 
elves on him, and be hidden in his pavilion, till these 
alamities be overpast. Wearied with trials, and burdened 
rith sin, to whom shall we go but to the Lamb oC Gq4 > . 
ho taketh away the sins of the world r litaty out -s^wNa - 
teetly repose under his shadow, ra& e&rarcnftfe 
*3 
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rest wherewith he causeth the weary to rest,— that peace 
of mind whicli passeth understanding, which is far more 
eligible than the fame of Alexander and Caesar, the rich* 
es of Croesus, or the erudition of a Newton and a Locke. 

I anticipate the return of Miss S. with a great deal of 
pleasure ; hope she will put life into my dead soul. My 
best love to all my dear friends. May you all be of one 
heart and one soul, and be favoured with renewed uno* - 
tions of divine grace. 

Do come and see us soon, and write me a long letter 
immediately. Do not forget to remember at the throne 
of grace, your very stupid and unworthy friend. 

journal, 1812. 
Dee. A sad and mournful catastrophe has of late 
pierced many a heart, and extorted tears from almost 
every eye. Daniel S. and Joseph S repaired to Wen- 
ham pond for the diversion of skating. While gliding 
along the ice in security and hilarity > it instantly broke 
beneath their feet, and they were threatened with immedi- 
ate death. Daniel, after being immersed a number of 
times, had the presence of mind to cleave to some ice, 
till succour was afforded. But the unfortunate Joseph 
was plunged in a watery grave, and his soul precipitated 
into the ocvan of eternity. After about an hour, his body 
was found, and every exertion made to resuscitate it ; but 
alas ! life had gone beyond recal. O may this awakening 
event deeply impress the hearts of thoughtless youth, 
and induce them to enquire, what they shall do to be 
saved ! O that the surviving comrade <#f the deceased 
Hiay be penetrated with gratitude to Heaven for his al* 
most miraculous deliverance! O that he may be enabled 
to devote hid spared life to the service of God, and the 
promotion of the Redeemer's Vn\g<^m. ^Wj V» tub* ^ 
Bounce sin and Satan, flee troui eAeu»V to&MW 1, 
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of the pure river of the water of life. But Oh i should 
he go on in the broad road, adding sin to sin, better had 
it been for him to have met with an untimely end ; nay, 
better had it been for him had he never been born. Lord 
soften his heart, subdue his will, captivate his affections, 
and make him a trophy of thy almighty grace. O snatch 
him as a brand from that fire which never can be quench* 
«&, and put a new song into his mouth, even praise to 
the living God. 

that this monitory call may stimulate every one to 
he up and doing, and ready for the coming of the Bride* 
groom. May those, who now are slaves to sin and Satan, 
he made lo enjoy the liberty of the sons of God, and 
open their eyes on substantial joys and immortal bliss. 
O Lord, breathe life into these dry bones, that they may 
glorify tbee, and promote thy cause here on eat th ; a- 
waken careless sinners, arouse Christians, and pour out 
thy Spirit in copious effusions, to make glad the city of 
our God. 

journal, 1813. 
Jan. 1. The earth has completed another revolution 
round the sun ; and the great clock of time announces the 
commencement of a new year. What strange occur- 
rences, what dire calamities, what heart-rending events,— 
or what bright and auspicious scenes, I may witness and 
experience this year, are * ( . written in the book of fate, 
and no human eye can read it." O that I may be pre* 
pared to say in all circumstances and conditions, " The 
will of the Lord be done." O that I may be enabled to 
be more active in the cause of God, and more entirely 
devoted to his . service. May I have the unspeakable 
pleasure to wipe the tears of the widow and the orphan, to 
smooth the bed of sickness* to ease the heart loaded with 
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pain and anguish, to mitigate the distress of cheerless 
poverty, and happify all within my reach, as I have op* 
portunity. And may the Lord make me ready to every 
good word and work, conquer my imperious lusts, subdue 
my evil propensities, renovate my whole heart, clothe me 
with the beauties of holiness, and fruits of the Spirit, and 
make me meet for the inheritance of the saints in light 
O Lord, suffer me not to be useless— a cumberer of the 
ground. I deprecate uselessness as worse than death* 
If I cannot do good, if I cannot be a blessing to any one, 
nor live to thy glory, O fit me for thy kingdom, and tab i 
me to it I 
I desire not to relax in labouring to gain an ascendancy I 
over my passions, however unsuccessful I may be. I 
purpose this year, besides miscellaneous reading, to read 
the Scriptures through in course, with Scott's Comment . 
tary, prayerfully and attentively ; and may Jesus be my 
teacher. And may the Lord succeed my studies, im- 
prove my heart, enlighten my mind, and rectify my | 
wilL May he guide me through this waste howling wil- • 
derness, sweeten the bitter waters of Marah with mV 
smiles and promises, console me in the " swellings of; 
Jordon," and at length give me a seat in the New Jeru- 
salem, where sin, and storms and troubles can never < I 
come. 

LETTER TO MRS H. P. OF BRADFORD; 

Beverly, Jan. IS, ISIS." 
Yes, my dear Mrs P. death has again entered our 
neighbourhood, and his steps have been attended with 
peculiar solemnity and grief. One moment the deceased 
youth was all activity and hilarity ; the next he was in> 
mersed in a watery grave, and \ns aov\ \i>\tt\«\ Voto tha 
world of spirits. The momefci I Viad vsAwn^ia A 
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stressing event, I repaired to the house of Mrs S. a 
•use of deep and exquisite mourning it truly was. Sur- 
ise and gloom were depicted in almost every counter 
nee, and tears flowed copiously from almost every eye* 
rs S. exhibited marks of the most acute agony ; and for 
while utterly refused all consolation. When I mention- 
i the necessity of trials, the duty and comfort of resign 
ition, and the justness and goodness of God, she would, 
rasp ray hand, and say with emphases, " / know it, I 
wm it; but you don't know what I feel by experience." 
be would frequently exclaim with reiterated sighs, M O 
is precious, precious soul !" She is, however, now much 
lore composed. She has been long in the school of af- 
ictiou, has met with repeated bereavements, and, I hope, 
rill come out of the furnace refined and purified, adopting 
he language of the psalmist, " It is good for me that I 
ia?e been afflicted. 

This is a loud and monitory call to us, and ought to be 
ndelibly impressed on our minds. It speaks forcibly to 
jrery heart, " Be ye also ready ; for in such an hour as 
It think not the Son of man cometh." 

When I was first apprised of the heart-rending event, 
ilmost the first idea that struck my mind was, that per* 
laps this may be introductory to a reformation. But 
latter not yourself, my dear Mrs P. that this will be tho 
ase ; but pray that it may be. There were indeed some 
ppearances that I considered favourable ; but they were 
vaiteJcent, as " the morning cloud and early dew.- I 
remble when I think of that striking passage of holy 
rrit, " The iniquity of the Amorites is not yet full." O 
hat we may be spared, not to provoke heaven with our 
aring crimes, but to repent of our aggravated sins, to 
•turn unto the Lord, and walk softly and humbly before 
im. At present it is with us a gloomy xVn\e. O ^oak. 
is dark and dreary night may be the \>rec\ure»Qrc ^ * 
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resplendent and soul- reviving morning ! But tho 
should be given up to hardness of heart in this pli 
glorious things are spoken of the city of our God., 
shall have " the heathen for hi* inheritance* a 
uttermost parts of the earth for his possession. 1 * 
shall the kingdoms of this world 1 become the kingt 
our Lord and his Christ; all shall know him fr 
least to the greatest ; be of one heart and one soi 
great grace shall be upon all*. 

O my friend, if these things be so transportin 
who discern them only with an eye of faith, wl 
they be to those who witness and participate the 
their splendour*, in all their glory.. And if the 
militant be thus enlarged and beautified* while 
passed with sin* what will be the church triui 
composed of patriarchs,, prophets* apostles* and ms 
all the immense multitude of the redeemed* from 
to the latest generation* of all climes and nations 
fined from sin and pollution* made consummately h 
happy ? and in concert with angels and archangels 
with wonder on the perfection of Deity* and a 
unceasing praise to the slain Lamb ?. Their, fe 
commensurate with the desires of their immortj 
and durable as the eternal mind. Their subli 
glorious employment knows no relaxation, no a 
jarring note ; but all are one in Christ Jesus* and 
itself is not too long to utter, all their praise. B 
imagination can conceive* what tongue or pen d 
the glory of that state* where Jesus is all in ; 
where his children shall behold him face to fa 
" mingle with the blaze of day ?" Verily it is an 
ing and: eternal weight of glory—" an inherite 
corruptible*, undefiled* and that fadeth not away.' 
then, my inexperienced pen, not 
without knowledge. 
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May we, my dear sister, be circumspect, redeem the 
ne, ever abounding in the work of the Lord, flying 
th love and seal to do his will, and at last have a wel« 
me entrance into the joy of our Lord* Sweet, happy 
ty, that sets the prisoner free, and introduces him to 
ght, life, liberty, and glory, such as needs a seraph's 
Mil to delineate, and the language of eternity to ex* 
"ess. Your much obliged friend, &c. 

TETTER TO MISS M. 6. OF BOSTON. 

Beverly, Feb. 1, 1813. 

A few leisure moments occur, which I cheerfully de* 
ate to my dear Miss G. I hope this will find you assi- 
knonsly engaged in religion, and enjoying the smiles of 
our covenant Redeemer. You know, my friend, that 
ibstantial happiness is not to be found in this barren 
orld. Alas! shall we not pity its deluded votaries, 
ho anticipate, but seldom or never realize ? It constant* 
' eludes their grasp, and mocks their fond expectations, 
ot all the honours, riches, and pleasures of the world, 
in confer real felicity on an immortal being. But there 

a world, my sister, beyond this mortal state, where 
ooming bliss and ever-during glory reign, such as " eye 
ith not seen, nor ear heard, nor the heart of mortal 
an conceived." From those blissful regions, God looks 
rarn with a benignant eye on his humble followers, and 
mmunicates a drop of heaven to worms below. The 
ncere, the humble, the uniform Christian is happy. He 
ijoys the favour and protection of the Majesty of heaven, 
id he has a title to those celestial regions, when he has 
issed this state of minority. He has a Shepherd full of 
ndness, full of power, who careth for him, and will guide him 
trough this waste howling wilderness, and protect him as 
e apple of his eye, and who will be his ever satisfying 
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and unfading portion. When time shall be no longer, 
when this huge globe shall be one vast conflagration, the 
Christian shall be secure and happy in the ark of safety, 
in the paradise of God. He beholds with admiration 
the glorious assembly and church of the first born in j 
heaven, and gazes on the glories of Diety with ineffable 
delight, while he triumphantly sings, " Blessings and hop- \ 
our, and glory, and power, be unto him that sitteth on 
the throne, and unto the Lamb for ever/ 9 As long ti 
God exists, he shall flourish in unfading spring, and im* 
prove in felicity and knowledge through the revolution 
of eternal ages. But poor and very inadequate at bat J 
are our conceptions of the immeasurable and exalted htp> I 
piness of departed saints ; for it is an " exceeding grert, 
and eternal weight of glory." Would we- gain those 
peaceful shores, holiness is indispenaible. Our hearti 
being naturally contaminated and full of evil, must be 
renewed and sanctified by divine grace, or we can never 
enter the New Jerusalem, the residence of infinite purity. 
Unerring truth hath said, " Except ye be born again, 
ye cannot enter the kingdom of God." This is the es- 
sential change, which every descendent of Adam and Eve 
must experience, in order to be admitted into heaven. 
How important is it that we should impartially and criti- 
cally search and examine our hearts and lives, and en- | 
deaver to ascertain whether we are renewed in the spirit 
of our minds, and display the fruits of the Spirit in our 
lives and conversation ! However painful the investiga- 
tion, it is absolutely necessary. We must dive into the 
corrupt fountain, from whence proceeds every sinful act, 
and discover its latent pollutions. We must scrutinize 
our external deportment, and compare all with that infal- 
lible criterion, the word of God, and see whether we have 
the characteristic lineaments oC & Uu& Christian, or are 
deceiving ourselves with vain W&es* TtoaX ^ «*• 
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insufficient of ourselves to do any thing. Our sufficiency 
is of God. May we realize our entire dependence on 
Him, implore his assistance, and the influences of his 
blessed Spirit. 

My best love to dear Miss W. May you both be 
blessed with much of Enoch's spirit, and enjoy the pe- 
culiar love of your covenant Redeemer. Pray for me, 
that I may live devoted to God. If this letter deserves 

ta answer, do write immediately. Your affectionate 

fiiend. &c. 

LETTER TO MISS K. J. OF BEVERLY. 

Beverly, Feb. 2, 1815. 

My Dear Friend, 

I am pleased with the freedom with which you 
write, and with equal pleasure shall repay your confi- 
dence. I can make no adequate return for your favours ; 
but only express my willingness, and look to Him, with- 
out whose cognizance not a sparrow falls to the ground. 
From the treasures of his wisdom, knowledge, and grace, 
may he bounteously communicate to you, and make you 
an instrument of great and extensive good to a world ly- 
ing in wickedness. May yours be the ineffable consola- 
tion of wiping the tears of the widow and the orphan, 
comforting the too much neglected abodes of penury and 
wretchedness, and improving the condition of all around 
you in body and soul. Alas ! a benevolent heart can 
hardly fail to bleed at a view of the sins and miseries that 
abound. The world seems like a great hospital, in which 
almost every one is groaning under the pressure of weak- 
ness, sickness, and affliction ; and some are oppressed with 
a heavy complication of distresses. Sin has changed this 
once blooming Eden, flowing with perennial sweets, into 
a thorny desart, " a waste howling wilderness/' where 
sorrows and woes spontaneous grow. Ii\xX\Afcssfc^\te^^ 

N 
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for the precious balm of the gospel, and Gilead's almighty 
Physician. He only is adequate to the recovery of our 
diseased souls, and the healing of our wounded spirits. 
He gives his prescriptions and assistance, " without 
money, and without price and no case, however despe- 
rate and inveterate, he ever undertook, but he effected t 
radical cure. His patients indeed are but partially res- 
tored in this unfavourable clime ; but he has prepared a 
place to which he receives them after proper discipline 
and preparation. There they find the air salubrious, the 
employments delightsome, the music melodious and en* 
chanting, the inhabitants excellent and glorious,— all a 
unison, shouting loud acclamations of praise to their glo- 
rious Recoverer. There all are cemented in one vaft 
bond of perfect love, having left their divisions, envies, 
and imperfections in this sinful world. Paul and Barna- 
bas * are -now amicably reconciled in the sweet endear- 
ments of mutual amity. There all tears shall be wiped 
away ; and " the inhabitants shall no more say, I am 
sick," for holiness, felicity, and glory are his, as exalted 
and immeasurable as the cravings of his never dying 
soul, and lasting as the ages of eternity. He has a more 
than Eden, gained an eternal weight of glory, which no 
sin shall forfeit, and no length of time corrode or impair. 
How rich the blood that purchased it ! how stupendous 
the grace that bestows it! Jesus! precious, delightful 
name! a restorative for every pain, a cordial for every trou- 
ble, a sweet emollient balm for every woe. Let it tranquil- 
lize and invigorate our hearts, and be the theme of our 
admiring gratitude and adoring love. We hope the time 
is not far distant, when the eastern world, now enveloped 
in darkness, superstition, ignorance, and error, shall be ir* 
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radiated with the clear light of the gospel, the resplendent 
rays of the Sun of righteousness. 

The present time is indeed gloomy. Wars, desolations, 
earthquakes, and dire calamities are abroad in the earth, 
perhaps the precursors of still more tremendous judg- 
ments. But " the scriptures must be fulfilled," and not 
•nejot or tittje shall fair. How consoling to think, that 
these portentous commotions shall be ultimately in trod uc* 
vary to the millennial era of light and love. How delight* 
Al to look through these nocturnal shades, to the dawn of 
that auspicious, glorious morn. 

As it respects the Deity of Christ, my dear friend, I 
think no one who reads the scriptures impartially need to 
doubt. That he is possessed of all the attributes and 
perfections of Deity ; and that he should 1 be honoured even 
ts the Father is honoured, we have indubitable evidence 
from the Bible. I have often wondered how any, who 
profess to be his disciples, can degrade him almost to the 
level of a mere man. Does- it not imply mean thoughts 
ef him—not to say hatred and enmity ? 

Will you send 1 me a few thoughts on this question,, 
" What is the immediate duty of impenitent sinners ?" 
Does not the scripture say, " Repent !" But some allege, 
that we cannot repent of ourselves, and that God must 
give us repentance. Others say we must pray for repent- 
ance, and if we pray aright, God will answer our prayers ; 
and seem to think they can somehow merit it. I should 
like to write much more ; for I have not yet satisfied the 
demands of your letter, I have amplified so much on 
other subjects. I should be much gratified with a visit 
from you ; but if that is impracticable at present, substi- 
tute frequent epistles to your obliged, &c. 
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NOTE TO MISS £. 8. OF BEVERLY. 

Beverly, Feb. 4, 181 

My much loved Friend, 
I imagine you have had information of Mr E. 
sudden and untimely death by suicide. Does not 
heart ache, and your tears flow, when you think of 
forlorn widow, and the fatherless children ? O may 
souls, tortured with poignant anguish, rest in God. 
they find him a refuge in time of trouble, a shelter 
all the storms and tempests of this desart world. 

I think of writing a word of consolation to my 
Betsy and Rebecca ; and should be happy to hear i 
opportunit} T to send. 

Afflictions are more or less the common lot of the 
dren of men. But thanks be to God, the bitter watc 
Marah may be sweetened with many a pleasant ingi 
ent. The precious promises of the gospel, and the si 
of approving Heaven are adequate to the most acute 
complicated trials and sorrows. O my sister, bless 
Lord for a religion that can tranquillize the distre 
soul, calm the heart-rending sigh, repress the rising 
and diffuse a placid serenity over the bleeding bo: 
O my beloved, value this religion more than all 
things of time and sense, more than millions of wc 
like this, and let it be your heavenly guest, the har 
ger of immortal glory. Never, never let us be asha 
of the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ. No, we wil 
ther glory in it. Though nominal Christians and d$ 
infidels censure us as enthusiastic, superstitious, and 
pochondriac.yet will we advocate religion, we will delig 
converse upon it at all proper times, and conduct ourse 
•as pilgrims and strangers here, looking for an inherit 
'beyond "the swellings of 3otdatv" Va WA 
the " wicked cease from troub\u\£, axvd v\\* -w**x>j i 
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vest/' to which may we be received through infinite grace, 
when our wanderings in the wilderness are terminated.. 
Yours, with growing affection, &c. 

LBTTER TO MISSES B. K. AND R. K. OF BRADFORD. - 

Beverly, Feb. 1813. 

Mourning Friends, 
In the late distressing catastrophe, which has in- 
volved your once cheerful family in the deepest gloom, 
the tear of condoling friendship has wet my cheek, and 
the tenderest feelings of my heart have sympathized with 
you. Though I- cannot know the poignancy of your grief 
by bitter experience, yet the affectionate love I bear you 
constrains me to send . you <a line of consolation, depend* 
mg on your candour to excuse the inaccuracies, and de- 
ficiencies of my well meant endeavour. . 

You mourn the death of a beloved father, attended with 
circumstances peculiarly trying ; which must agitate your ~ 
souls with the most agonizing reflections. But God has 
done it. This trial, with all its complicated aggravations, 
was sent by his holy hand, and directed by his infinite 
wisdom. I trust you recognize his justice and goodness, 
and acquiesce in his will. He is an almighty Friend, . 
an ever present Helper, a Refuge in times of trouble. . 
May his presence anjd smiles sweetly tranquillize each 
heaving sigh, wipe your falling, tears, and diffuse an in* 
expressible serenity, in your bleeding hearts. " Cast your 
burden on the Lord, and he will sustain you," and com* 
municate strength, adequate to your day, causing you to 
sing of. mercy as well as of .your judgment. No drooping 
soul, but he can invigorate ;— no night. of adversity but 
he can illumine. He has promised that he will never 
forsake his humble followers, and that all things shall 
work together for their good. Be ass\ue&, V* \»amysva 
infirmities, your groans, and your teata \ 
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pensations arc just and right, conducing to your good and 
liis glory. This affliction may be sent for your benefit; 
and though no chastening seems joyous but grievous, 
yet hereafter it may yield the peaceable fruits of righte- 
ousness, and redound to the glory of God. Then may 
you adopt the language of the Psalmist, €€ It is good for 
me that I have been afflicted." Sanctified " afflictions 
are blessings in disguise," the value of which we rarely 
appreciate as we ought. The most eminently holy and 
useful servants of God have commonly been most inured 
to trouble, and trained up in this important school for th 
most arduous and honourable stations. You will not fsfl 
to loo 1 through all secondary causes to the grand procur- 
ing cause of all your woe. Sin has changed this once 
Paradisaical garden into " a waste howling wilderness. 9 
All the evils which abound may be traced up to this hy- 
dra monster as the great original. Blessed be God for 
Jesus Christ, whose immaculate obedience and meritorious 
death have purchased the salvation of our souls, every 
comfort and every privilege which smooth the rugged 
path of life, and " an inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, 
and that fadeth not away. 1 ' Come, my dear sisters, direct 
your weeping eyes to yonder peaceful world of light and 
love. There all sin is for ever excluded, and consequent- 
ly all trouble. There, on a refulgent majestic throne, 
sits the King of kings, infinite in perfection and glory, 
and communicating emanations of the same to his sur- 
rounding blissful worshippers. There angels and arch- 
angels, and all the bright company of the redeemed, har- 
moniously coalesce in one universal and melodious con- 
cert of praise to Emanuel. There those who were poor 
and afflicted in this world, who were despised, hated, and 
ridiculed by men, friendless, helpless, and forlorn, but 
rich in faith, are exalted to an eo^a&Vy 
beads encircled with crowns ot £\ot},^\t 
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with unwithering palms, and their souls satisfied with 
durable riches, unalienable and substantial, as Omnipo- 
tence ean make them. There, my dear sisters, when 
your wanderings in this wilderness are terminated, there 
may you shine as stars of the first magnitude, find a 
sweet release from every woe, and tune your golden harps 
to Emanuel's praise. " Therefore, comfort one another 
villi these words." 

You will recollect that striking passage of Young, " For 
» they languish, and for us they die." Such monitory 
calls speak emphatically to our inmost souls, " Be ye also 
ready ; for in such an hour as ye think not, the Son of 
man cometh." 

I commend you to God, the Father of the fatherless, 
the fountain of living waters. May he comfort and sup- 
port you under all your trials, calm the bursting sigh, 
check the swelling tear, and be your immutable ever pre- 
sent refuge in time and eternity. 

Present my respects to your remaining parent, accom- 
panied with my best wishes for divine strength and en- 
joyment in her heart rending trial. 

Do, my dear friends, each of you write me a long let- 
ter, and be assured I should esteem your friendship, your 
prayers, and your correspondence, a valuable acquisition. 
Yours, with sympathizing affection, &c. 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO MISS N. J. OF BEVERLY. 

March 5, 1814. 
You ask how we may know that we love Christians 
aright ? and, if we love them in subordination to God, 
whether we can love them too much ?— Though I do not 
feel myself qualified to decide, yet I offer a few thoughts* 
I apprehend we love Cluistians arlgixt, vfa*^ 



152 



Memoirs and Writing* 



in a peculiar manner, with a love of complacency, different 
from that love of benevolence, which we ought to bear to 
all mankind ; — when we love them because they are dis* 
ciples of Christ, bear his image, and belong to his holy 
kingdom. And when we feel most attached to thost 
who are most heavenly, and display most the fruks of 
the Spirit, have we not encreasing evidence, that we lore 
them from evangelical motives ? If we give God the fin* 
place in our hearts, love him supremely, perhaps our love 
to Christian friends may not be inordinate. But alas! at 
Mr Newton says, we are prone to undervalue or ovea 
value all our mercies and enjoyments*. I do think, tb* 
among professing Christians this love does not prevail si 
it ought. Is it possible that Christians can censure, in- 
jure* and hate one another ; and, instead of opposing the 
common enemy, turn their arms against each other B 0* 
these things ought not so to be. When shall it be said,, 
" See how they love one another T I long to see a uni- 
versal revival of primitive Christianity, when all shall be 
of one heart and one soul, and grace, mercy, and peace 
be multiplied every where.. 

My ideas respecting the duty of impenitent sinners 
correspond with yours. It is important, that our. senti* 
menu be scriptural, and. that we should, meekly counter- 
act the multiplied errors which abound in the present day. 
Wishing you a seat at the feet of Jesus, . I am yours, with 
sisterly affection, &c. 

letter to misses b. k. and e. x* of b&adfobs. 
My Deae Betsy, 

When we meet with afflictions, we feel most* sensibly 
the insipidity, vanity, and instability of sublunary things, 
and the insufficiency of all created gpod to ensure felicity 
or tranquillize our distressed souls* "BvX t&^sa 
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ith peculiar refulgence in the darkest night of adversity, 
ts sublime and heavenly consolations penetrate the deep* 
ft gloom, disperse the thickest clouds, and bind up the 
leeding heart, while the aspiration to heaven ascends* 
Not my will, but thine be done." Possessed of this 
ival liable treasure, we might smile even under the pres- 
iire of the most complicated disappointments, sorrows, 
od calamities. Though deprived of friends and health, 
ind banished to Siberia's frozen clime, or groaning under 
he galling yoke of an Algerine despot ; yet, in the enjoy - 
sent of God, our hearts would vibrate with rapture and 
gratitude, and dictate songs to Emanuel's name. How 
nany of the eminent servants of God, of whom the world 
*as not worthy, have wandered about in dens and caves 
of the earth, and been conversant with scenes of the most 
heart-rending anguish; yet have experienced an over- 
balancing joy and peace ! How many immured in dun- 
geons, have found their prison walls could be no barrier 
to communion with God, and the illuminating rays of the 
Sun of Righteousness ! How many, who have embraced 
the martyr's stake, have had a vision, as it were, of the 
third heaven!?, and of the stupendous glories of the slain 
Lamb, causing them to triumph over agonies, flames, and 
leath, and filling their souls with glory unutterable! 
Surely if we compare our trials with the trials of these il- 
ustrious champions of Christianity, they so dwindle into 
nsignificancy, that they scarcely deserve the name. The 
postle Paul stiles all his acute hardships, dangers, and 
ufferings, light and momentary. And shall we sink and 
lespond under our more trivial griefs? If we are 
Christians, though subject to painful vicissitudes and 
liversified afflictions, yet with our expiring breath we 
hall bid them all an everlasting farewell. When we 
and on Canaan's peaceful shore, and un\tem\.\Y tbfc bles«e 
i around the throne, our blisa and $ory w& \» 
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to the capacities of our immortal souls, and durable as the 
perfections we celebrate* O with what admiring grati- 
tude and rapturous wonder shall we perceive the deve- 
lopment of all these mysterious dipensations of him,, 
whose way is in the deep ; causing us joyfully to exclaim, 
" He hath done all things well 1" O, with what delight- 
ful and amazing extacy, shall we expatiate on the ema- 
nating sun-beams of Deity, and gaze on the superlative 
beauties and unparalleled excellencies of the purchaser of 5 
our salvation 1 And how shall we incessantly advance ia j 
wisdom, grace, and felicity, and make increasing assimi* J 
lations to the fountain of light, stretching from glory m 8 
glory, and that (O transporting thought L) through eter- 4 
uity itself 1 j 

Sabbalh eve. Do you not think, my dear Rebecca, it 
is a great thing to be a Christian ? To be called out of : 
nature's darkness into marvellous light ; to be united to 
Christ, and an heir of glory ? How many refuges of lies ■ 
are there, by which immortal souls are ensnared, and ul- 
timately destroyed, even while their delusive hopes of 
heaven are firm and bright? Alas ! how many, who were 
never transformed by the renewing of their minds, at- 
tempt a coalition between God and mammon, Christ and 
Belial, light and darkness. But if our treasure is in* 
heaven, we shall rise above the smiles and the frowns, the 
blandishments and the temptations of a wicked world; I 
live as strangers and pilgrims here, and evince by our 
holy lives and conversations, that we are candidates fo* 
an " inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadetb 
not away."' What though we meet with the burlesque, 
obloquy, and hatred of our fellow mortals, and many 
great trials, fears, and perplexities ; yet we must perse- 
veringly press through them all ; remembering, that it is 
through much, tribulation we must etttev Yvtrcecv. " The 
kingdom of heaven suffeiexYi VvoVexrc*, «A <N» NSsfcssk 
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ce it by force." No indolent wishes, mere forms, and 
Jiodox opinions, will ever secure the salvation of our 
Js, but only that living faith in Christ which expands 
s heart with love, purifies the soul, and is. prolific of 
od works. When I think what Christians aught to be 
all holy conversation and godliness, ready to every 
od word and work, and then think what I am, I am 
led with confusion, doubts, and fears, and am ready to 
ondude myself a presumptuous hypocrite. 
J am delighted with the plan you contemplate in Brad- 
jrd, of employing intelligent and pious females to instruct 
oor children* and am very solicitous to hear what is de- 
ermined. Why was it not thought of before ? O why 
loes self, this wicked self, so predominate ? How much 
pod might we do, if we had but hearts, and did but 
diligently improve the opportunities that occur ? And how 
ought we to seek out ways of doing good, and exert our- 
selves with holy ardour to stem the torrent of abounding 
iniquity, and advance the interests of our Lord and Sa- 
viour. 

May you, my dear friend, be watered with the dews of 
divine grace, and flourish like a cedar in Lebanon, and 
be an instrument of extensive good to a world lying in 
wickedness* Pray for your stupid friend, &c. 

Journal, 181S. 
April 4. The memorable, mournful day is about to 
-'lose, in which our dear pastor has for the last time ad- 
Iressed the church and society in this place. The con* 
licting passions, painful anxieties, and tender feelings, 
rhich have agitated my breast this day, are known only 
o God and myself. With what indescribable sorrow did 
ny mind recur to past 3 ears, when, like a little band of 
trothers and sisters, we encircled the table ot o\ax fefv^ 
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Saviour ! when love, peace, and unanimity bound our sob) 
together In the most tender ties. But ah ! those swee 
and endearing scenes live only in remembrance. 

I have probably seen his face for the last time in ov 
sacred desk ; and from thence shall hear his voice n 
more. O that rich grace may prepare us both to met 
in the heavenly world of love and peace, where friemfiU| 
knows no alloy, and where " adieus and farewells sn 
sounds unknown." May the Lord make him extensive)] 
useful in some other part of his vineyard, and give )m 
many souls as the seals of his ministry, and crown of Mi 
rejoicing. May this dear church be established onm 
Rock of ages, and enriched with large additions toll 
graces and its numbers. May it be watered with th 
dews of divine grace, be preserved from hirelings ass 
wolves, and united in the most cordial love. O that tk 
dear members may be of one heart and one soul, and 
cleave to and support each other, in this time of dinger, 
and earnestly plead for each other, and the enjoyments ol 
gospel preaching and privileges ! May they all be orna- 
ments to their Christian profession, and by their holy 
and useful lives evince their attachment to their divine 
Master ! O that they may be preserved in this critical 
time from every snare and temptation, be daily conver- 
sant with their hearts and their God, and grow in love, 
and grace, and felicity, till they reach the summit of 
Zion's hill, and sit down in the kingdom of God. 

May the Lord regard the afflicted state of this society. 
O that one and all may arouse from their slumbers, and 
use every exertion to procure an evangelical, faithful,, and 
rousing preacher^who will love this little flock, and feed 
them with knowledge and understanding 1 O that there 
may be a shaking among these dry bones, and a flocking 
of souls to Jesus Christ i O that this lowering cloud may 
be dispersed by the genial x*ya oi W fv^\s»» 
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%css,and this dark and gloomy night be succeeded by the 
auspicious resplendence and smiles of the bright and 
morning Star. 

April 8. Fast. I desire this day to mourn over my 
itupidity, my deadness, and my iniquities ; to lament the 
Instate of religion in this church ; to sigh and cry for 
therabominations and ungodliness which occasion all the 
cdtmities of our land, and which are so provoking to the 

£ Vfejesty of heaven, and so subversive of every thing good ; 

^ ajrf may the Holy Spirit influence me to fast and pray 

* flight ; and to God shall be all the glory. 

i * that the Lord may arouse my stupid powers, and 

wake to energy all the faculties of my soul. Holy Spi- 
rr- fit! come and sanctify my wicked heart, subdue all my 
rf evil propensities, and breathe on my soul the fragrant air 

«f heaven. O enable me henceforth to live more to God, 
s-i tod watch for opportunities to diffuse the honour of his 
z& fitme, and the glory of his kingdom. Make me bold in 

the dear cause of God, ready to speak for him at all pro* 
* > jer times ; and may my words and my precepts be en- 

Arced by a holy consistent example. Expand my heart 
rJ " with love to Jesus and active philanthropy* and influence 
01 «e to use my two mites of property for the benefit of 
0X7 others, not letting my left hand know what my right 
D band doeth. O that I may be a Dorcas to the needy, as 
05 I have the means ; and while I care for their bodies, O 
T tnay I «are for their immortal souls, and be the instru- 
toent of rescuing them from ignorance and mortal death. 
f O Lord, remember in mercy this beloved, afflicted 

* church. May she be made glorious within and without, 
r compacted together as one heart and one soul, and soon 

have occasion to take her harp from the willows, and tune 

it to praise and thanksgiving for the ministration of the 

word and ordinances. O that all her mem\&t& 

omiae themselves, and see whether tiuey w*«&>Sxas><sfc 
a 
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their lees, destitute of oil in their lamps. . O that tl 
may shake themselves from the dust, and cry migl: 
God, that he would bless this church. May thu 
society be united in brotherly love and hannon 
strenuously exert themselves for re-settling a sou 
evangelical preacher. May this nation, now dis 
with internal divisions, -wars, and fightings, and i 
sequent calamities, foe blessed with peace and friei 
and a more general spread of religion. May th 
govern be just, ruling in the fear of God, and be i 
to evil doers, and the support of those that do we] 
may our president, placed in so conspicuous and 
tant a station, be influenced by divine wisdom t< 
measures in this critical time, just to all, and coi 
to the best interests of our dear country. 

O Lord, is not Zion graven on the palms of thy '. 
O then arise for her help, and make her the j 
praise of the whole earth. Fulfil all the benign 
tions concerning her latter day glory, and make i 
stand on the walls of Jerusalem, to lift up theii 
like trumpets, and display the tremendous thu* 
Sinai, and the affecting scenes of Calvary ; an 
they all be burning and shining lights, zealous 
gaged in the cause of Christ, in season and out of 
Have mercy, Lord, on a world lying in wickedne 
that the contentions, animosities, and envies, th 
draw down judgments upon us, may soon be extern 
by the efficacy of thy grace, and the warring natio 
moniously concur in provoking unto love and good 
Hasten the time, when Asia and Africa shall emerj 
their present degradation, ignorance, superstition,; 
rors, to the beauties of holiness, and the worship 
hovah. Succeed all the proper exertions of our n 
aries to plant religion in heathen. «eA xo&k 

all wise to win souls U Christ- ^BVeaa tny deatl- 
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Harriet. Though now far distant, and majestic waters 
oil between our mortal frames, O may we daily meet at 
he mercy-seat, and there hold sweet communion. May 
*U her trials, privations, and hardships, be counterbalan- 
ced by peace of conscience, and joy in the Holy Ghost ; and 
i may many poor souls rise up and call her blessed, and 
feay all her endeavours in thy cause be abundantly pros- 
pered. May her body and soul prosper and be in health ; 
■ad may she at length die in the Lord, and meet all her 
pious friends in the Canaan above. Bless all Christian 
lad humane societies, for the alleviation of misery, the 
Oppression of vice and immorality, and the diffusion of 
knowledge and piety. May they all meet with thy ap* 
probation, anpl be honoured wkh thy propitious smiles* 
Especially let that recently formed in Bradford for the 
instruction of poor children meet thy peculiar protect 
tkm. May it embrace a large sphere of usefulness, and 
be made a mean of meliorating the condition of many 
in body and soul. Open the hearts of all to give accord- 
ing to their ability, and may this delightful plan inte- 
rest the. prayers of all Christians to whom it is known. 
May those who are selected for the instructresses, be emi- 
nently qualified for their arduous undertaking. Impart 
unto them adequate wisdom, patience, meekness, self-de- 
nial, deadness to the world, active zeal, and Christian 
humility. O Lord, the hearts of all are in thy hands ; 
O turn them to thee, and let grace, mercy, and peace 
abound every where, and assimilate this world to the 
heavens above, where storms never rise, nor tempests 
blow, but where tranquillity and love for ever reign. 
Amen* 
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LETTER TO MISS N. K. OF NEWBURY POET. c 

Beverly, April, 1814. 
Last Sabbath, my dear Nancy, Mr D. preached bit 
valedictory discourse from Acts xx. 35, 26, 27. It was 
very solemn and affecting. " Farewell,** said he at the 
close, " Farewell, these hallowed courts ; farewell, this 
sacred desk ; farewell for ever P I do not know that I 
ever spent a more mournful Sabbath. A thousand tender 
reflections and feelings, with their accumulated weight, 
rent my heart with anguish, and almost overwhelmed m 
My conflicting emotions were past the power of descnf* 
tion, known only to God and myself. It is, my detf 
cousin, a very solemn consideration, that every sennot 
we hear, every pious letter we receive from our friend* 
every prayer that is offered, and every good observttioB 
dropped within our hearing, extend their influent* 
through the countless ages of eternity. O then, ess we 
fail to apply them in all their energy to our souls, id 
faithfully consider and improve them as talents put iota 
eur«hands ? O, should thoy rise up in judgment againrt 
us, and enhance our future condemnation, how dreadfuty 
aggravated would be our misery. How much better 
would it have been for us to have been ignorant Hotter* 
tots, wandering in the desert wilds of Africa, without a 
Bible, without a pious minister or friend ; nay, how much 
better had it been for us had we never been born. O vaj \ 
cousin, eternal things imperiously demand our solemn , 
attention, and profound consideration. The tribunal of 
God will ere long be erected, to which we are amenabfe 
for every thought, word, and action, and from which 
there can be no appeal. O that then our unworthy names 
may appear written in the Lamb's book of life. O what 
strange and amazing things lYraX. ta^j Vrciwg; to light I 
How much wickedness pex\>ettaXfc& \v\ wt^Vw xows^ 
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lorraous crimes which sought the darkness of the night 
• their covering, and how many unblazoned deeds of 
irity, and labours of love will then be revealed. There 
» widow with her two mites receives a gracious com- 
inflation, and infinite remuneration ; and all who have * 
ulated her example from evangelical motives, with aH 

have in the most humble and retired manner evinced - 
ir love to Emanuel, by advancing his cause in any 
pee and way, shall then be elevated to seats of im- - 
rtal glory and stupendous bliss. 

3 my dear cousin, shall we not be Christians? Shall - 
not love the Lord Jesus, who became poor that we 
ght be made rich ; who left heaven that he might pre* 
*e the way of our ^bing thither ; who left the homage 
angels and archangels, that we might be raised to the 
ition of their holy society ; who died on the cross of 
Ivary, that we might be rescued from the second death, 

1 blessed with endless life ? O that our stony hearts 
re transformed into flesh, that they might be suscepta- 
of ardent love to the immaculate Saviour, and a relish 
spiritual things. Much of our time is gone to waste, 
iny precious years we have spent in sin ; and except 
repent, we may soon sigh, for a moment of probation, 
vhich worlds want wealth to buy/* We stand on the 
ders of the eternal world* Let us deposit our trea* 
?s and our heart in the court of heaven, and we shall 
e an un&iling source of comfort, the foundations of 
ch, the united assaults of earth and hell can never un- 
nine, And, when the heavens shall be dissolved, the 
nents melt with fervent heat, the world be in flames, 
ist appearing in the clouds with a glorious retinue of 
sis, the last trumpet giving the awful signal, and the 
ons springing front their dusty and watery graves, 
r, thta we may lift up our heads with joy, Y&aravNft, 
oar redemption dnwetb nigh* I am your oS^w^^ - 
vain* Ac. 

©3 
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LETTER TO MISS B. K. OF BRADFORD. 

Beverly, April 10, 1813. 
I thank you, my dear Betsy, for your Tery obliging 
letter ; and if mine could be any compensation for it, I 
should address you with much more alacrity than I do 
at present. How do you enjoy your mind ? Does your 
soul prosper ? Alas ! If you were to ask me the same 
question, I should give you a most mournful answer. I 
should expatiate with reiterated sighs on my own vile- 
ness, worth lessness, darkness, and despondency. But 
why these complaints ? Why am I stupid and dejected ? 
Yonder is the fountain of living waters, and that river, 
clear as crystal, proceeding out of the throne of God and 
the Lamb. There stands Gilead's Physician, with his 
healing balm, tendering life, light, salvation, and glory 
to perishing worms, till his head is filled with the dew, 
and his locks with the drops of the night. O where is 
my faith ? u Lord I believe ; help thou my unbelief." 
How desirable it is to have some sweet perceptions of 
the amiableness, the grace, and glory of the Lamb of God, 
and to feel these stubborn hearts melting into compunc- 
tion, gratitude, and love. Jesus ! let our inmost souls 
vibrate with rapturous wonder and adoring love at the 
mention of his name ! Jesus 1 transporting! jr glorious, 
and amazing word, which no mortal dialect can adequate* 
explain, no inhabitant of earth fully understand. Be 
it music to our ears, and celestial joy to our heart* 
the frequent theme of our delightful meditatjoft and 
grateful praises. Well might the martyr Lambert's 
motto be, << None but Christ,— none but Christ. And 
surely if love to his Master brought him to the stake, 
the earthly flame did but purify, enlarge, and tmsioftft* 
liee it, by introducing him to 'wVst* 
'Pb&& hi* ^owMinunate e«t*\\enu«t«siA o»^Yndta%<tef* 
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without a veil. Well might the ancient church of God 
break out in melodious songs of praise as she looked 
through the shades of night, and discerned his star in the 
east. Well might the hearts of the disciples, going to 
Emmaus, burn within them, as Jesus joined them, and 
poured his heavenly instructions and consolations into 
their listening minds. Well might the apostle Paul de- 
light to rehearse his name again and again, and load it 
with encomiums ; and, after all, could not honour, exalt, 
and magnify him as he deserves. And well may angels 
and archangels fall obsequious at his feet, and render him 
the homage of their most cheerful obedience, and accla- 
mations of praise. " O how great is bis goodness, and 
how great is his beauty !" How stupendous his love ! 
how glorious his person and character ! Good night, my 
dear Betsy. 

Monday, April 12. Your recent society has succeeded 
beyond my most sanguine expectations, and embraces a 
much larger sphere than I dared to anticipate. I do not 
think you will want for pecuniary aid, because it so 
deeply interests so many generous hearts. It is most 
astonishing, that a taste for worthless superfluities and 
external decorations should so greatly prevail in the ge- 
nerality of females. How much more ornamental is a 
meek and quiet spirit and modest apparel in conjunction 
with good works 1 Methinks we should grudge every 
cent expended in trifles, when there are so many ways of 
using property, by which we may do honour to our 
Christian profession, and glorify our Heavenly Father. 
How much more satisfaction is there in visiting the 
afflicted cot of poverty, than in hours spent in the 
wearisome* criminal labours of the toilette, or nights of 
glittering ostentation, and infatuated hilarity id th& 
room. Ofor hearts dilated with, Vm \a GaA* 
nevoknee to the L whele human nfifel O k 
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ciation of the inestimable worth of moments, and a noble 
indifference to all the allurements and vanities of this 
lower world ! O that our sex may arise to true dignity 
and substantia] honour, and be illustrious for suavity of 
dispositions, feminine deportment, and deeds of piety and 
charity i Who does not pity Egypt's beautiful and disso- 
lute Cleopatra, swallowing the costly pearl ? Who does 
not benignantly wish she had possessed the beauties of 
the mind, and the sweet and amiable virtues and piety 
of the Lady Jane Gray ? Then would her name have ap- 
peared in the archives of liistory, not with the merited 
infamy now attached to it, but with a pure, and honour- 
able, and dignified splendour. Who does- not pity the nu- 
merous females of the present day, who, lost to the plea- 
sures of literature, and the spiritual joys of religion, are 
grovelling in the eager pursuit of vanity and " trifles, 
lighter than air." O may a Rowe and a More ere long 
illumine this western world ; and especially, oiay thousands 
and tens of thousands forsake their worthless employ* 
mentsand pleasures, and, with- humble love and zeal, gfr 
" about doing good." 

W T hen you get near to God in prayer, O do not forget 
your unworthy correspondent, nor the dear destitute 
church in this place. 

I am, my beloved Betsy, your most obliged and affec- 
tionate friend, &c» 



LETTER TO MRS M. ATWOOD OF HAVERHILL. 

Beverly, April 9, 1813. 
I fear it will be presumption in me, my dear Mrs A*, 
to address you ; but the painful anxiety and tender fed- 
Ings of my heart must be my opftogy* M^j ^axtlcolar 
object in writing, is to request you \o\etmeVx«jrw w% 
whether you have received teitex* txom ywa m\vs^\^ 
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loved and far distant daughter ; and, if you have not, 
whether you can assign any reason for it. Whatever 
tetters you may have at present, or in future, from her, 
and will be kind enough to transmit . to me to peruse, 
shall be speedily returned ; and I shall feel myself under 
very great obligations to you. I hardly dare to hope she 
will write to worthless me, though I should value a few 
lilies, written by her own dear hand, more than silver 
tr gold. It is unnecessary to say, she was one of my 
jirst and best beloved friends. Attachments formed in 
youth, and when minds are religiously disposed, are not 
easily broken. The affection that now animates my breast, 
shall never be eradicated but with death ; nay, if ever I 
land on Canaan's peaceful shore, it shall glow with a puri- 
fied, exalted, and immortal flame, where kindred spirits 
meet to part no more, and Jesus is all in all. Then the 
parting hand, the last embrace, the heaving sigh, the 
felling tear, are known no more for ever. May I meet 
thee there, my Harriet, and mingle beatific sympathies 
tad praises, where our souls shall be cemented together 
in the most ineffable, indissoluble bonds, and our humble 
Voices unite with the) musicians before the throne, hi as* 
cribing all glory and honour to the slain Lamb. Let 
this thought console our desponding hearts, my much 
loved Harriet/ and stimulate us, not only to make our 
calling and election sure, but add new and continually 
increasing lustre to that crown of glory that fadeth not 
away. Yours is the privilege of moving in a very im- 
portant and extensive sphere of Usefulness, though it is 
connected with complicated and manifold hardships, pri- 
vations, and troubles. Your path may be strewed with 
briers and thorns, which will not fail to lacerate the flesh, 
and wound your tender heart. But be of good cheer, you 
will also find here and there a dustte ot\ta^gro^&<& 
Eshcol, and now and then you m\l exvy^ a^S^^as»» 



166 



%emmn and Writing* 



and be rapt with a view of the glories of Tabta.* May 
your life glide peacefully and usefully away, under the 
peculiar auspices of an ever present Friend ; and may 1 
your setting, sun be unobscured by a single cloud. Though 
towering mountains, impervious forests, and mighty 
oceans, may part our mortal frames, yet our mutual 
friendship shall still retain its vigour, and our souls shall 
have sweet interviews at the mercy-seat. And may the 
Holy Spirit there breathe on us the salubrious air of hea* 
▼en, give us delightful antepasts of immortal glory, and 
at length bring us to those happier climes, where amity, 
and love are consummated, and eternized £ where faith 
shall be superseded by vision, and hope by fruition ; . 
where the beauties and glories of £manualshalK enamour 
every heart, and praises to his name harmoniously re- - 
verberate on every lip,. Till then, adieu, my sister, friend 
of my soul* 

Excuse* my dear Mrs Atwood, this rambling digression* 
I did not intend it, and had quite forgotten I was writing 
to her amiable mother. I have written her one letter,, 
and fain would hope she has it. The emotions which 
agitated my heart, and suffused my* eyes in tears while 
writing it, are not to be described.. Imagination recalled 
to mind those, scenes " and joys departed, never to re- 
turn/' together, with the painful event, of our separation 
and the idea that I must see her face no more, till eteF* 
nity opened its amazing prospects to our views ; these, 
with many other considerations, all combined $nd melted 
my obdurate, heart into the most exquisite tenderness. 1 
shall omit- no opportunity of writing, and wish there were 
more frequent conveyances of letters to her place of resU 
dence. 

I fear, my dear Mrs A. I have awakened many pau> 
ful feelings in your bosom, as vieM as mmy own* by what 



* Supposed to be the Mount o£ Twia&^ta.Vteft> S*fcTA*\2u -fifo 
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t have written. If I have, do forgive my inadvertence, 
and resume peace and tranquillity. 

Another subject that lies much on my heart, is the re- 
formation. Has it reached your parish ? I hope you 
will have the joy to witness the wonders of conquering 
grace and almighty love. May the Lord make bare his 
arm, snatch stupid sinners from impending destruction, 
liberate them from their bondage to the grand enemy of ' 
souls, and put a new song into their mouths, even praise 
to his name. How animating to see poor dead sinners 
raised to immortal life and salvation, and extolling and 
admiring the free grace of their glorious Deliverer. How 
delightful to behold the dear youth renouncing sin and 
vanity, travelling with vigour and alacrity the road to 
Zion, and with ravished hearts singing hosannas to the 
Prince of Peace. O for a shower of divine grace on all 
parts of our land. O for another day of Pentecost, when 
thousands shall become the voluntary servants of Christ, 
«nd rehearse his wonders far and wide, and make these 
regions ring with hallelujahs to his name. O for the 
millennial day of love, peace, joy, and grace, when the 
contending nations of the earth shall drop their divisions, 
animosities, and envies, and harmoniously unite in one 
general chorus of praise to the Lamb. Then shall Ethiopia 
stretch out her hands unto God, " the wilderness rejoice 
and blossom as the rose," and all flesh see the salvation 
af God. The hut of the Hottentot shall then contain a 
Bible, be irradiated with the smiles of the Sun of righte- 
ousness, and offer to Heaven continual incense of prayer 
and adoration. Then shall this world, now shaken to its 
centre with strange revolutions and portentous convulsions, 
the fruits of sin, and the resemblance of hell— then shall 
it be an Eden, flowing with luxuriant flowers, spontaneous 
delights, and the ieautie^ of holintsa, XK\\^\!L\j\|Vw^ 
5r d*jr, when wilt, thou dawn r 



1 68 Memoir* and Writing* 

My original intention was to have written a billet ;b** 1 
it has grown into a long letter. Please to excuse it, arid 
my manifold imperfections. Present my respects to l£* 
D. hope his health will be re-established, and that be will 
have the joy to see his labours of love made effectual tx> 
the salvation of many immortal souls. Be so kind as to 
remember me to Mrs G. wish she would make us a visit, 
and you likewise. Love to your daughters ; may you 
have the joy to see them walking in the truth. 

Requesting a remembrance in your prayers, and a few 
lines from you soon, and wishing you the enjoyment of 
your covenant God, I conclude. 

Your most obedient and affectionate friend, &a 



LETTER TO MISS C. G. OF BRADFORD* 

Beverly, April 15, 1813. 
Well, my dear Charlotte, how do you do ? Does that 
peace of mind, which passeth understanding, cement 
Heaven and your soul together in indissoluble bonds ; and 
are you abounding in the work of the Lord ? I trust this 
is your happy case ; but let me tell you, it is not the case 
with your unworthy Fanny. Oh no ! I am immersed in 
stupidity and coldness, and conversant with doubts and 
fears. Pray, my dear Charlotte, that I may not be de- 
ceived in some fatal snare, some refuge of lies, by which 
Satan beguiles and destroys unwary souls. O that I may 
fee enabled to avoid his nets, to repel his shafts, and to 
escape his subtile machinations. Blessed Jesus, thou who 
knowest what temptations mean, O gird me with the 
gospel armour ; and from thy unfailing treasures communi- 
cate all needful strength and grace to the most>worthlesS 
ef thy creatures ; enable me \o fc$it xBu&vi&y thy 
protecting banner against every osiwfc&fefcrev 
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ling last, and prove myself a good soldier in the spiritual 
warfare, and come off more than conqueror through thy 
assisting love. Is it not, my dear friend, of vast impor- 
tance, that we should be, not only in theory, but in ex~ 
perience and practice, acquainted with the sublime truths 
«f religion ; that we should not only come near to the 
kingdom of heaven, but that we should be real members 
of it? Alas ! how many are there in the visible church, 
whose superficial medley religion attempts to unite God 
and mammon. How many pay tithe of mint and annis, 
and strenuously contend for the circumstantials of reli- 
gion, while they omit the weightier matters of the law, 
and thus evince, that there is " no light in them," How 
many, who will renounce some sins, and do ** many 
things" * in religion, who yet must retain their Herodias, 
their favourite lusts. But they must all come short of 
heaven ; and their delusive hopes will perish as the spi- 
der's web, when the Almighty takes away their souls. 
Fallacious arc all our expectations of future bliss, unless 
in concomitance with that evangelical faith which works 
by love, purifies the heart, and is prolific of good works. 
The religion of the blessed Jesus leaves not its sincere 
votary under the dominion of unrepented sin. When 
once it is seated in the heart, every Dagon t is dethroned, 
every thing that comes in competition with it is renoun- 
ced, the love of all sin eradicated, and the favourite easily 
besetting sin resolutely resisted, and discarded, though it 
be painful as the amputation of the right hand, or pluck- 
ing out the right eye. Then the soul is ri vetted, and in 
some humble degree assimilated to the blessed. Jesus ; 
supreme love to God has the ascendency in the heart, 
producing a love of affectionate complacency to all who 
bear his image, and a benevolent love to the whole hu- 

9 Mark vl tO. ^1Swdu^»^% 
P 
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man race. And when holy feelings and dispositions are 
implanted in the heart, they will invariably be attended 
with a humble, meek, contented, heavenly, useful, and 
pious deportment, and a well regulated conversation. 
who would not be a Christian ? Much more to be de- 
sired is the cheerful pious cot of poverty, reverberating 
with prayers and praise to Heaven, than the glittering 
palaces of monarchs, from which Jesus and his salvation 
are excluded. 

Happy, ye poor, who know your Bible true, 
A truth Voltaire, though learned, never knew; 
And in that charter read with sparkling eyes, 
Your title to a treasure in the skies.** 

let me have my lot with the despised followers of 
the Lamb of God. 

" May but his grace my soul renew, 
Let sinners gaze, and hate me too ; 
The word that saves me does engage 
A sure defence from all their rage.*' 

1 am much -gratified to hear of the organisation of the 
recent Society in Bradford, and ardently hope it will 
prosper under the smiles of Heaven, and be the means 
of imparting knowledge and instruction to many illiter- 
ate children, and making them wise to salvation. 1 
think those who are well qualified, and designated in- 
structresses, will have peculiar opportunities of doing 
good, and advancing the interests of that kingdom, which 
is " righteousness, peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost" 
Their employment, though arduous, and involving great 
responsibility, is nevertheless honourable, delightful, and 
useful. I hope they will be females of singular religious 
attainments, eminent especially for patience, self-denial, 
and humility; and* may- all their-exertons, and those of 

the society, be blessed to the evttWtai^\feTO&x xaaaf 
immortal souls, and thus re&ouxi&to Vht ^or^ ^ILltak* 
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I regret, myself only considered, that Miss S. is one 
selected for the intended undertaking, as I can scarcely 
endure the idea of a separation, so much do I love her. 
However, as there is no alternative, I rejoice there is a 
prospect of her usefulness ; and time and distance cannot 
eradicate our reciprocal friendship, which will continue its 
vigour, and vent itself in prayers and letters, when person- 
al interviews are impracticable. 

Surely it is time for all who sustain the name of 
Christians to be vigorously engaged for the demolition of 
Satan's kingdom, and the enlargement and universal es- 
tablishment of that " kingdom which is not of this world." 
0, if we have tasted that the Lord is gracious, and felt 
the ineffable worth of salvation, and the melting love of 
Jesus in our souls, shall we not glow with zeal to glo- 
ify our heavenly Deliverer, and promote his glorious 
fcuse. 

Need I request my much loved friend to remember, 
nd write to her Fanny ? Not that I could wish you to 
eglect more important duties ; but when you have a few 
tisure moments, if you will improve them in faithfully 
istructing and reproving your stupid friend, you will 
>nfer on her a favour which she knows how to appre- 
ate, and for which heaven, she trusts, will abundantly 
ward you. Your most obliged friend and sister, &c. 

STTKR TO MB A. F. AND MRS H. ?• OF BRADFORD. 

ear Sir, Beverly, April 1 6, 1813. 

I shall readily avail myself of the liberty you have 
ven me of writing to you, though I sensibly feel my 
iworthiness and incapacity, and fear my communication 
ill not merit a perusal. A conviction of your superior 
isdom and knowledge would preclude the It^mlAfetSarta. 
my inexperienced pen, did not ^our ^dWraswh. wx* 
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dour give me encouragement. Much do I thank you fof 
your few short lines ; and more satisfaction would they 
have afforded me, had they come without the attendant 
information, that sickness had again debilitated your 
frame, again confined you to the bed of languishment | 
I hope, however, that your soul is in health and prospers; ' 
and that as your outward man decays, your inner man 
gains strength and vigour. I trust you enjoy spiritual 
communion with your covenant Gofl, and that as the 
streams run low, you drink more copiously of the Foun- 
tain ; and now and then from Pisgah's summit obtain a 
tweet perspective of the heavenly Canaan, flowing with I 
delectable blessings and ever blooming glories ; where 
the favoured " inhabitants shall no more say I am sici." 
You have long been conversant with pain and imbecility 
of body, and have learned in the school of adversity many 
a profitable lesson, for which you have reason to respire 
with God, " It is good for me that I have been afflict- 
ed." These frequent indispositions are mememtos of that 
sententious truth, which Philip, a Macedonian Monarch, 
ordered to be pronounced in his hearing every morning, 
u Remember thou art mortal." 

Yes, it is a truth, a solemn truth, enforced by the word 
of God, and the death of thousands every hour. Let it 
sink deep into my heart, abate the love of life and this 
innate attachment to sublunary things, and stimulate to 
preparation for death ; that when my Lord shall come, 
I may be ready to sit down at the marriage supper. How 
joyful ought we to be, that the Lord God Omnipotent 
reigneth, and will do all his pleasure in the armies of 
heaven above, and among the inhabitants of the earth. 
He superintends and governs all created beings, from the 
highest archangel to the smallest ephemera that floats in 
the air; and all circumstances ai\& cn^t\V% «x.\»&«sv» 
troul and made subser\ieuX\ot\xe^tom^\atw^V\%^\^ 
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designs. He orders the rise and fall of empires, the re* 
volutions and convulsions of kingdoms, and all the tre- 
mendous commotions which agitate this nether world. 
He raises monarchs to their thrones, and deposes them 
to a level with their meanest vassals. He bringeth down 
to the grave, and bringeth up, maketh rich, and maketh 
poor, as he sees* best. From his exalted throne in the 
heavens, encircled with radiant majesty and glory, he 
stoops to beheld the things done on this low soil. He 
passes by the envied courts of princes, and glittering 
palaces of kings, and condescendingly graces with his 
presence the little, hut of poverty, and feasts its pious in- - 
habitants with " fat things, wine on the lees well refined," 
imperishable and satisfactory, " which nothing earthly 
gives or can destroy." Happy, superlatively happy 
mortals ! Though you were neglected and despised by 
all men, treated as the off-scouring of all things, destitute - 
of the comforts and necessaries of life, and combating with 
diversified insults, hardships, and calamities, yet would I 
congratulate you ; for God and heaven are yours ; peace r 
and serenity tranquillize your hearts, ajid sit smiling on * 
your brow ; and you are candidates for a crown of glory 
that fadeth not away, and heirs of a kingdom immortal 
in the skies. Ere long you shall drop sin, pollution, and * 
sorrow, and rise to shining seats of celestial bliss ; where 
you shall be kings and priests unto God, when earthly • 
:rowns and scepters shall be demolished, and when ter- - 
restrial honours, pleasures, and emoluments, shall be lost . 
n one general mass of indiscriminate ruin. 

Recollecting to whom I am writing, I restrain the sallies . 
>f imagination, drop my pen, and respectfully bid you . 
adieu. 

How do you do, my dear Mrs P . r Xqm ^^xA^^kcl \ 
w wrote to have been rather discoiiaA*\fc^&^^*aK^ 
p 3 
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I hope you have ere this time resumed your wonted vi- 
vacity, and been favoured with the cheering presence of the 
holy Comforter. I hope you have frequent and delight- 
ful intercourse with heaven, and soul refreshing views of j 
Jesus and his salvation. O to rise above these puerile 
vanities and insipid pleasures, to leave the world behind, 
and stretch after God and immortality, how pleasant and 
desirable ! This is not our home. O no ; it is polluted 
with sin, and embittered with sorrow. We are on a 
short journey through it, and therefore bare accommo- 
dations are all we need — all we must expect. We are all .j 
pilgrims and strangers here, having no continuing city, 
but seeking one to come, whose builder and maker is God. 
There eternal youth and unwithering spring flourish be- 
yond the reach of the corroding hand of time and death. 
There millions of delights and glories, far surpassing our 
conceptions, bless ^he sainted spirit, and excite continual 
songs of praise. O may we be ambitious to bear a hum- 
ble part in the employments and enjoyments of that 
blessed world. Why should we be so attached to these 
low regions of sin and vanity? O why should we grovel 
among the worms of the dust, when we might hourly 
feast on soul satisfying delights and the banquet of an- 
gels ? The glories of heaven attractingly display their 
ravishing charms, and yet we are sad from day to day, 
and cry, " My leanness ! my leanness V O for a sweet 
view of the immortal beauties and perfections of Ema- 
nuel. O for a heart smitten with his love, and enraptured 
with his excellencies, and entirely enamoured and capti- 
vated with his charms. O my dear friend, shall we not 
love, adore, and extol the Saviour of sinners ; and shall 
we not strive to recommend him to our fellow mortals 

axid spread the sweet savour of \n&"a»T£\** OX 

this mortal life expires, may see Viva 
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full blaze of his glory, and dwell beneath his beatific 
smiles in cloudless day. 

Does the reformation decline ? I hope not. I am very 
solicitous to hear of the confirmation of your health, which 
you said was not good, and likewise of the restoration of 
Mr P.'s. May the blessing of Heaven rest on your 
dwelling, and make it indeed a happy Bethel. Will not 
a little excursion be beneficial to your health, if Mr P. 
and you should be able r We should be glad to see you 
here, and hope we shall have that gratification before 
long. However, write every opportunity, and do not 
forget me at the throne of grace. With wishing you a 
happy Sabbath, and a seat at the feet of Jesus, I subscribe 
myself your most obliged and grateful friend, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS C. G. OF BRADFORD. 

Beoerlyi April 20, 1812. 
Your very interesting communication *, my dearly he- 
aved Charlotte, has been perused and re- perused with 
such solicitude and tender feeling ; and fur it I return 
ou my most cordial thanks. These dear precious ckiU 
ren, — O what an account have you given ! what a picture 
ive you drawn ! My heart, though adamantine, softens 
id sinks within me as it takes an excursion to Haver- 



* This communication was concerning the children under the 
tronage of the Philinduk Society. The object of this Society 
to afford instruction, especially religious hntruction, to such 
lldren as are very poor, and have been favoured with very little, 
any instruction, either in the family, in the school-house, or in 
e sanctuary. Such children, alas ! there are in many places in 
ir country. The Pbilendian Society, formed May 1813, has 
eo signally hlessec}. Its members, who \k\qyi& ^\^\Vj \a 
rerhill and Bradford, have set a noble exam^a* 
erf, will be extensive and succeasfan^ ta&Wto&% 
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hill and Byfield. Dear children ! I commisserate 
fain would I meliorate your deplorable condition. 
you must, you will be snatched from ignorance, vice 
wretchedness, and roused to respectability, usefulness 
felicity. Methinks, I already see you decently 
your eyes sparkling with joy and gratitude, and swi 
ing the words of instruction with docility and av 
Shall 1 not hope, that some of you will learn the 
language of Canaan, and commence your journey 1 
New Jerusalem, with glowing ardour, and inunorta 
ture— -with the songs of Zion bursting from your 
O that you may be enabled to. consecrate your.yoi 
years to God, live the lives of heaven-born souls, ii 
the temper of the meek and lowly Jesus, triumph i 
propitious smiles and transcendent glories ; and 
ycu pass the vale of death, may the portals of Pai 
open to your view, and admit your enraptured soi 
boundless beauties and immortal delights. 

O my Charlotte, why are not Christians engaged 
for that heaven-inspired zeal, which constantly app 
in our great Examples and which animated the bre 
Paul, when he flew, with almost seraphic speed 
house to house, and place to place, on the errands of 
lasting love. O when shall we be all life, all ac 
in the cause of our dear Redeemer — all philanthropy, 
and humility ? Q when shall we feel the unutterable 1 
of souls, and compassionately exert ourselves for 
good ? When shall we be crucified to the world, an 
world to us, forget our wicked selves, and employ < 
power and talent we possess for the promotion of 2 
interests, the advancement of Emanuel's kingdom i 
when !— — But let me not implicate you. I spea 
myself. O when sha\\ this owfaWs s&\&«Yt, vile I 
drink deeply into the love ol 3e&u*> axv& eatocra * 
of immortal sou)?, and g\&Wiak»^^A w *>* 
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in that precious glorious cause, for which Jesus bled on 
Calvary, and which is the only object worth living for ? 
O I think I do long to do good. I could fly to the dear 
little cots in Newbury, display to them the awfully tre- 
mendous threatenings of the law, and the soul-ravishing 
charms of the gospel, and the worth of their never-dying 
souls, and direct them to that Saviour, whom to know 
aright is eternal life, 

I send you one mite ; and my heart heaves with a 
sigh that I cannot do more. Were I possessed of Indies 
of gold, I should not be at a loss how to spend it. But had 
1 more, perhaps it would only pamper my lusts. How- 
ever, I wish I might never spend another cent in super- 
fluities. O how much good might 1 do ! Do pray that 
I may not be a cumberer of the ground, &c 



LETTER TO MISS S. K. OF WENHAM. 

April, or May, 1813. 
How does your soul do this morning, my dear Sally** 
Did not your waking eyes salute the first dawn ? and did 
Dot the aspirations of your heart ascend to Him that 
leeth in secret, and is Lord of the Sabbath day ? Have 
wi not taken an excursion with me to Gethsemane and 
Calvary ? and did not your heart dissolve in compunction, 
>ve, and gratitude, at the melting scenes there exhibited ? 
lave you been on the summit of Tabor, and been fa- 
oured with a soul-ravishing view of the beauties and 
lories of the incarnate God ? And have you enjoyed the 
weets of communion with God, and had intimate access 
> the throne of grace ? Except we know something of 
lese views and feelings, we are not genuine Christians, 
f we would be saved at last, we must know religion, not 
dJv in theory, but in experience and ^mXke. \xv n^ycv 
» we call Christ, Lord, Lord, if we are tkA. \fc ^% 
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the things which he commands, and adoin our profession 
with the fruits of the Spirit. la vain do we retain the 
form of godliness, if we do not feel its renovating and 
invigorating power in our souls, stimulating us to live 
soberly, righteously, and godly, in this evil world; 
not conformed to its wicked customs and fashions, but 
transformed by the renewing of our minds, after our great 
Exemplar. Eternal truth hath said, " If any man 
love the world, the love of the Father is not in him," 
and, " the friendship of the world is enmity with God.". 
God and mammon are at eternal variance ; and fruitless 
are all endeavours to form a coalition. One or the other 
must have the supremacy in our hearts, and receive our 
service. God will admit no competitor. He will either 
have the primaiy place in our affections, or none at alL 
Those who make religion only a secondary object, per* 
forming those duties to which they are naturally most 
inclined, hut avoiding those whieh are self-denying and 
arduous, and retaining their favourite lusts and darling 
sins* however orthodox their sentiments and strict their 
forms, and however bright their hopes of heaven may be, 
they are under a most awful delusion, and will be unde- 
ceived in eternity, if not in time. It is to be feared there 
are many fl/matf-Christians, who are not far from the 
kingdom of God, hut who never enter it. But when once 
the kingdom of Jesus is established in the soul, down 
falls the Dagon before it, the beloved Herod ias is re- 
nounced, the vanities and delights of the world are tram- 
pled upon, the affections allured to Jesus, grace reigns in. 
the heart, and the beauties of holiness" regulate and 
decorate the life. Do we, my dear Sally, know, any 
thing of this internal change of heart, without which 
none can enter into the kingdom of heaven ? Have we 
seen ourselves poor, and miseTabXej^^^xA^^idxNake^l 
~-felt the innate- opposition o£ o\w Yusato \s> *a<A w&\s 
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holy law, and trembled under Sinai's fiery thunders, in 
awful expectation of everlasting destruction ? Have we 
been brought to throw down the weapons of our rebel* 
Hon, to bow cordially to the sceptre of Jesus, and take 
refuge in the ark of safety ? Have our hearts been smit- 
ten with the love of Jesus ? and, having felt the ineffi- 
cacy of our own righteousness, do we cordially rely on 
lis merits for justification before God? Forgetting the 
things that are behind, do we reach after them that are 
tefore, and press after greater conformity to God, and 
increasing holiness in heart and life ? Do we love to 
pour out our hearts to God in secret prayer ? and does 
each passing day attest our humility, patience, heaven- 
ly- minded n ess, and devotion to God ? Do we love the 
society of lively Christians, and the word of God ? and 
do we love to converse most on the things pertaining to 
the kingdom of God ? 

my cousin, can we answer these questions with truth 
to the affirmative ? If so, we will dismiss our despond* 
tog doubts and fears, and travel with alacrity and zeal 
4e road to Zion. But if not, we have great reason to 
conclude we are yet impenitent and unconverted, and 
stand obnoxious to the wrath of an incensed God. Do 
kt us examine our hopes, and see whether they will stand 
4e test. All terrestrial things are evanescent, as the 
horning cloud and early dew ; and eternal realities inj- 
uriously demand our solemn attention. Ere long we 
nust close our eyes on all below, and enter on an untried 
ind unchangeable state of retribution. O, how shall we 
eel, when we leave all mortal things, and the light of e- 
eraity shall burst on our astonished souls ! What mo- 
nentous realities ; what amazing wonders will open to 
Mir view, and interest, unspeakably interest, our disem- 
yodied spirits! — Eternity! what a YfOt& \% fl«nw3^\ 
Vhen this terraqueous globe shatt \* out ^gawewkwa* 
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of fire, when time shall be no more, our souls shall liv 
in eternity. Millions and millions of ages hence, the 
shall flourish immortal in the New Jerusalem, orbesinl 
ing deeper and deeper in the fire that never shall t 
quenched. We are now preparing for one of these state 
We arc forming characters, which shall decide our f 
ture destiny, and we are enjoying privileges, which w 
extend their influence to eternal ages. Through an em 
less duration we may take a retrospective view of tl 
moments we are now spending, and that with ineffab 
joy or sorrow. O that I could find language, that wou 
adequately convey to you the feelings of my hear 
Could I use the dialect of eternity, how would I pourtn 
these everlasting truths and realities, in awful solemnil 
and emphasis, suited to their magnitude and important 
May the Spirit of the Lord write them upon our heart 
and cause us habitually to live and act under their in 
pression ! O, my cousin ! let our conduct be in referent 
to that tremendous day, which shall assemble the sleef 
ing nations in one vast concourse, produce the archive 
of eternity, reveal the secrets of every heart, and decid 
the final condition of every individual. Now let us i 
wake from our guilty slumbers, and improve every n 
maining moment in the service of our Maker. Let a 
evince our attachment to Emanuel, by our readiness t 
every good word and work. Let us live as strangei 
and pilgrims here, crucified to the world, and the world t 
us. Let us deposit our hopes, our hearts, and our tra 
sures in heaven, and live the lives of heaven-born soul 
What though we incur the charge of enthusiasm or su 
perstition ; if we suffer for righteousness sake, happy ar 
we" ; and if we cannot endure the obloquy and ridicule c 
a wicked world, surely we are not worthy of the name o 
Christians. O let us be aafctatouA <A Wvour wind 
cotaeth from God, and dare tote ^m^NaxVj ^*A\b^s 
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lukewarm time, always abounding in the work of the 
Lord, and living the life of heaven upon earth, that others 
may take knowledge of us, that we have been with Jesus, 
«nd learnt of him. 

That you may be an honour to your Christian profes- 
sion, a blessing to your friends, society, and the world, 
and at length be introduced to a state of rich and trans- 
porting glories, where Jesus is all in all, is the wish of 
your friend, &c. 

EXTRACT FROM A LETTER TO MISS B. P. OF DAN VERS. 

Beverly, May 5, 1813. 

My Dear Friend, 

Christian friendship, endeared by coincidence of sen- 
timent and long habits of intimate familiarity, is one of 
the most delightful and inestimable privileges indulged us 
in these adverse climes. Though it subjects us to many 
painful and delicate sensibilities, yet its concomitant 
sweets and delights vastly preponderate. It sheds be- 
nignant lustre on our pilgrim state, and strews the thorny 
{lath of life with delectable flowers. The mines of Potosi, 
the wealth of Indies, " a world, in purchase for a friend 
is gain." Of how much greater importance then, is the 
friendship of Him who is infinite in love and goodness, 
and who gives eternal life to all his friends. If it be 
iesirable to form an attachment with the wise and good 
)f our fellow mortals, O how immensely desirable is an 
indissoluble union with the wonderful Counsellor, the Fa- 
ther of light, and God of all comfort, wisdom, power, and 
perfection. What an indubitable proof has he given of 
[lis love to us, in that he died for us, while we were ene- 
mies. Greater love hath no man than this, that a man 
ay down his life for his friend. But he who claims an 
quality with the Father, possessed of a\\ ttwrotftxtoatafr 
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and excellencies* condescended to veil bis deity in huma- 
nity, inhabit our wretched earth, and die on Calvary's 
rugged summit, for those who had rebelled against his 
righteous government, trampled on his laws, and abused 
his grace. He left the bosom of his heavenly Father, that 
we might sweetly recline on it ; he for a while relinquish- 
ed the adoration of the heavenly hosts, that we might be 
elevated to their beatific society ; he resigned the joys 
and glories of heaven, that we might be raised to their 
fruition ; he became poor, that we might be made rich; 
he bled, and groaned, and died, that he might extract the 
sting of death, and open the portals of paradise. 

shall not our souls glow with love and ardour in his 
dear cause, and strive to magnify and extol the riches <f 
his grace ? His cause is dear, unspeakably dear to his 
heart, and shall prevail. Though now it seems almost 
expiring, yet, like' the fabled Phoenix, it shall emerge from 
its obscurity, and shine with renovated lustre and increas- 
ing beauty. Blessed are all they who love and promote 
this blessed cause, and whose interests are blended with 
the interests of Zion. 'Blessed are those who are emanci- 
pated from spiritual Egypt, and steering their course to 
Canaan, with songs of rejoicing and shouts of praise. Ere 
long shall their tiresome wanderings terminate, and, in 
" the swellings of Jordan," the land of promise shall opes 
to their view, with all its exuberant beauties and un- 
withering joys. 

Respecting the general conversation of convivial par- 
ties, I perfectly agree with you, that it is desultory, un- 
profitable, and unsatisfactory. O when shall we all learn 
to converse on things pertaining to the kingdom of God, 
wherewith one may edify another ? 

1 conclude you are in a school ; and much do 1 wish 
you grace to enable you to <\\*cW^ \\& cavv^licated and 
arduous duties to the acceptance >jwjx Q*<A* \«* 
very affectionate and obliged fnei^, &c 
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NOTE TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY. 

June 6, 1813. 
How do you do, my dear friend, after your tedious 
walk ? I feel quite miserably in body ; but not more so 
than I foreboded. However, I do love the place where 
prayer is wont to be made ; and, considering only myself,, 
I could cheerfully make many sacrifices, and bear many 
crosses, to enjoy the precious privilege. O how sweet to 
encircle the throne of grace, and unitedly supplicate the 
favour of the great supreme. How incomparably prefer- 
able to the ceremonious, promiscuous visits, so much in 
vogue ; whose only object seems to be, to throw time away, 
in vain insipid conversation. Does it not grieve your 
tart to meet with those who profess religion, whose 
tongues run freely on worldly themes, but are still when, 
things pertaining to the kingdom of God are advanced ? 
Perhaps too they may suggest, that they have not the 
gift that some have, and cannot talk upon their feelings^ 
4c We know there is a variety of different talents ^ 
but is it probable, or even possible, that one who has felt 
the power of religion, and can talk volubly upon common* 
place subjects, should seldom or never expatiate on the 
tauities of the divine Saviour, the character of God, the. 
rorth of the soul, the cause of Zion, and the exercises of 
lis own heart. 

Do write very soon upon this subject ; for it has exc- 
eedingly interested, and grieved, my heart, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS B* P. OF DANVERS. 

Beverly, June 9, 1813. 
The Christian life, my dear Betsy, is a warfare, a con— 
inuaJ conflict. If we have renounced &\Ve^ttbK& \& 
ad Satan, and enlisted under the bannsta oil ^ofc^taR^. 
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of Peace, we have engaged in a war against three 
enemies, the world, the flesh, and the devil. We 1 
fight, not only against flesh and blood, but again! 
cipalities and powers, against the rulers of darkn 
spiritual wickedness in high places— foes, maliric 
merous, invisible, and indefatigable. If Satai 
spare a legion of his subtle emissaries to infest a 
man, he must have a vast number under his conti 
ready to execute his orders. From Scripture wc 
that he possesses very great power, virulence/ ar 
pitude ; and surely he knows how to avail himself * 
to the greatest advantage. He will not fail to 
temptations to all our various circumstances ; an 
acquainted with our most vulnerable part, he w 
tinually exert himself to effectuate our ruin. If i 
been emancipated from his iron bondage, though 
not indeed pluck us out of our Redeemer's hands, 
he endeavour to ensnare, worry, and harass oui 
and impede our progress. If he cannot prevent 
tering heaven at last, yet he will strew the rc 
leads thither with prickly briars and goading thor 
he cannot make us leave the narrow path, yet he 
his utmost to make us travel slowly, heavily, and d< 
ingly, and make us continual work for sorrow and 
ance. If one stratagem fails, he will try a secoru 
if that, a third ; and so unwearied are his attem 
machinations, that he is called " a roaring lior 
about seeking whom he may devour and if hi 
were not circumscribed by One stronger than he, 
long since been in utter despair and distraction, 
blessed be God, he is a vanquished enemy, and 
go a hair's breadth beyond the permission of the i 
Friend. Ah ! ye tempted followers of the Lam 
do you go on so moumfuWy \V\e ioa& Tawv^ r 
now and then your adversary ga\x\% a i«a\*stw«j « 
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and insultingly menaces your total ruin, yet listen not to 
his wiles, regard not his threats, nor tamely give up all 
for lost. But rather collect and renew your forces, array 
yourselves in the panoply of the gospel, and set your 
faces as a flint against every opposing power. Fear not. 
The Lion of the tribe of Judah will infallibly prevail. 
He will clothe you with armour ; he will lead you forth 
to battle;, he will protect you in every conflict, and en- 
able you to perform exploits ; and eventually bring you 
off more ihan conquerors. His name is Jesus ; for her 
shall save his people from their sins. Precious name ! 
sublimely replete with the most glorious and mysterious 
excellencies. Eternal life, salvation, and blessedness, are 
wonderfully comprised in it ; greater than the mind of 
man can conceive, or human language describe. It is a 
sweet emollient for the lacerated conscience, a healing 
balm for the wounded heart. It opens a gleam of hope 
to the returning prodigal, discovers exuberant beauties 
and-transporting glories to his enraptured eyes, and di- 
rects his march to Canaan's rest. It alleviates the pangs 
of sickness, and pours benignant radiance on the valley* 
of death. Transcendantly delightful name ! beyond the - 
explanation of the inhabitants of time. Its rich and * 
amazing import is more adequately known in the regions 
of cloudless day— of everlasting light. Emanuel! 
Jesus! Ye hoary. heads, silvered with years, and furrow- 
ed with sorrows, and just ready to repose in the slumbers 
of the grave, O let this name reverberate on your closing 
lips, and animate your souls with more than mortal joys, 
as they take their happy flight to congenial climes. And 
you young immortals and prattling children, let your 
stammering tongues learn to reiterate it with hearts 
touched with sacred fire, and be nobly &mb\tiov3& 
fgge in that angelic employment, vrtucYi cv>mrcv*u^s>\\v * 
me, nod runs parallel with the ages ot etetti&Ni Oawfc^ 
S3 
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ians, lose not your temper and your time about empty 
forms anil not if ns, but let this name be the animating 
theme of your social converse and retired contemplations; 
and as oft as it vibrates on your tongues, and pervades 
your minds, let your hearts burn within you with extatic 
fire, and your affections soar to worlds of light. Ah ! ye 
poor deluded sinners, ye know not the felicity ye lose, 
while ye are strangers to praise, and ignorant of the har- 
mony and rapture of this soul-reviving word. Awake 1 
awake ! and let your dormant powers vie with angels in 
adoringly celebrating this name, which all the host tf 
heaven strive to extol and magnify in strains too sublime- 
ly grand for mortals to hear. 

Write soon. Do not forget to love and pray for your 
affectionate and obliged, &c. fai 



LETTER TO MISS S. P. B. OF LYNNFIELD. Pi 

Beverly, June 18, 1813. 
I need your friendship, your correspondence, and your 
prayers ; and I trust you will confer on me the precious 
boon. Surely we ought to exert ourselves to benefit eacb 
other in our wearisome journey through this thorny de- 
sert and waste howling wilderness. The portentous mo- 
ment in which our first parents ate of the forbidden fruit, 
" brought death into the world and all our woe." It \: 
changed a garden of Eden into an Aceldama, " a land el 
deserts and pits, a land of drought and the shadow of 
death." It introduced war, carnage, and destruction, and 
all the variegated and complicated hardships and distress* 
es under which nations bleed, and every individual, more 
or less despondingly groans. It ushered in those envious 
and rebellious pasbkms which e&as^Tated C&in to embrae 
his hands in a brother's b\oo& ; axi& ^\at\v^m\«ttv^ 
source of all the calwniue* wwxkiws^ 
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amazing revolutions which have taken place in the world. 
To these malignant passions, the consequences of that 
eventful moment, must be ascribed those intestine divi- 
sions and awful judgments which distract our beloved 
country, and those bloody wars, conflicting commotions, 
and heart appaling catastrophes, wliich cause nations to 
bleed at every pore, and agitate our globe to its very cen- 
tre. Ah ! when we think of that deluge of iniquity, which 
seems to inundate our guilty land, and threatens to swal- 
low in its vortex all that is amiable and good, do not our 
spipts droop within us, and our souls tremble for the ark 
of God ? But the Lord God omnipotent reigneth ; let the 
earth rejoice, and all its isles be glad. Our Jesus sits on 
tie holy hill of Zion, swaying the sceptre of the universe, 
ordering and regulating all its affairs, " from seeming evil 
still educing good," and making the wrath of man to 
praise him, and all creatures and things subservient to 
the good of his church, and promotion of his kingdom. 
He will overturn, overturn, and overturn, till he shall 
feign king of nations as he is king of saints, — till the stand- 
ard of the cross is erected in heathen climes, and his 
kingdom swallows up every other kingdom, and embraces 
all the nations of the earth. Precious thought ! Do we 
not delight, with an eye of faith, to look over the lofty 
mountains of superstition, vice, infidelity, error, and im- 
morality, to that glorious era of light and love, of joy and 
xiumph, of peace and tranquillity ? O for another day of 
Pentecost, when all shall be of one heart and one soul, 
rben great grace shall be upon all believers, and when 
multitudes shall throng the gates of Zion, and with joy 
ind gratitude smiling in their eyes, encircle the table of 
iie dear Redeemer. 

Have you, my friend, yet embraced the orecious ncU 
rtkjge with which Jesus has condescfew&vw^j Yuta&<g&> 
bumble follower*, that of ptoferotag Yvl* te&t tvu&fe* 
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and enjoying his covenant love ? I regret that you had 
not, when last I heard. I should rejoice to hear that you 
had united yourself to a Christian church, and publicly 
avouched your attachment to Emanuel's cause, by. 
" surnaming yourself by the name of Israel." Let me 
tell you, it is not only an important duty, but an inesti- j 
mable privilege, tending to corroborate grace, to enliven 
faith and love, and awaken to penitence,, humility,. zeaV 
and obedience. O can we refuse this token .of our. af* 
fection to Him, who bled, and groaned, and died, that 
our poor souls might live for ever ! . Ought we not at rack 
a time to appear explicitly on the Lord's side,, to come' 
out and be separate from the world, and all its ensnar- 
ing amusements and wicked customs ! My beloved friend, 
do let us be decided and consistent Christians. Most 
soothingly and irresistibly does our Jesus speak, " Do 
this in remembrance of me." Where is the heart tinc- 
tured with grace, that is proof against this meltings dying 
command? Perhaps you might object, that you fear yon 
are not a Christian. Examine then, and strive to as- 
certain your state. If you are unprepared for this duty*, 
you are unprepared for death. And if you .were now on 
a dying bed, would not the omission of this duty grieve' 
and distress you ? And let me just suggest, that this may 
be one cause of the doubts and fears that now trouble* 
you ; for God will honour them that honour, him* I 
trust, my dear Miss B. that you are engaged in the cause 
of religion, and striving unremittingly to advance the in- 
terests of your dear Redeemer. O strive to extol and 
magnify his grace, and embrace every opportunity of re*, 
commending him to others* 

The religion of many professors will not stand the 
test of scripture, nor of the fn\el yxd^rcveuU That.reli* 
gion which aims to unite God aad maxsKQa&» ^vnW ^ga* 
h^£ to God,* and half to the *oxtt» wtA vtSsa vaisswfc^ 
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friendship of both ; however well it may suit the carnal 
heart, and prevalent as it is, yet it is not the religion of 
the cross ; it will never save our souls. The religion of 
Christ admits no mediocrity, no neutrality. It requires 
the whole heart, and all the energies of soul and body. 
It is incompatible with the friendship of the world ; calls 
its votaries to be strangers and pilgrims here ; to take up 
the cross and follow their Master, through evil report as 
well as thvough good report ; to deny all ungodliness and 
Worldly lusts, and live soberly, righteously, and godly, 
looking for that rest which remains for the people of 
God. 

my friend, let us dare to be singularly good, con* 
vincing all around us that we have been with Jesus, 
*nd learned of him. If others are lukewarm, and say, 
* Spare thyself ; there is no need of so much circum- 
spection, self-denial, and zeal :" O let us beware of their 
base insinuations, and bear in mind, that " the kingdom 
of heaven suffereth violence, and the violent take it by 
force and not every one that says, " Lord, Lord," 
thall enter the kingdom of heaven, but he that does the 
will of God ; and it is his will that we should be always 
abounding in his work, redeeming the time, walking cir- 
cumspectly, and serving him with fervency of spirit. 
Your very unworthy* though loving friend, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS N. J. OF BEVERLY. 

Beverly, June, 1815. 
Thbr e is, my dear Nancy, laid in Zion a precious corner 
Stone, a sure Foundation, upon which the church of God, 
and every individual believer is immoveably established. 
It is a Foundation, which affliction, persecution, and death, 
in all their most formidable terrors cannot shake, which 
the malice of earth and hell cannot unieutuxte* 
vtablishment, through a long course oi yT\tvVv$ ^sax**^ 
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has weathered the blasts and storms of its foes, and still 
it continues firmer than the pillars of the universe, and 
durable as eternity itself. This is the Rock; and its 
precious stability shall appear to admiring friends, and 
ruined enemies, when earthly sceptres, and crowns, and 
thrones, and kingdoms, — when this beautifully variegated 
globe, and all the sparkling luminaries of heaven shall 
be hurled into promiscuous ruin. When the angel's trump 
shall sublimely sound, and, as if seven thunders uttered 
their voices, penetrate the receptacles of the dead, and 
call the sleeping nations to the dread tribunal ; when those 
who have builded on this Rock shall meet in triumph at 
the right hand of their Judge, and those who have neglect- 
ed and rejected it, on the left ; then shall appear the su- 
perlative excellency and preciousness of this glorious 
Foundation. Is it not valuable ? " No mention shaft 
be made of coral or of pearls.** The brilliant u topas of 
Ethiopia shall not equal it ;" nay, its price is immensely 
above all the luxuriant delights and glittering bauble* 
that earth can afford. Happy the soul fixed on this bask 
Ruin, inevitable ruin, awaits all beside ; and when tht 
rain and storms descend, and beat upon the house built 
upon the sand, it shall tremendously fall, and its infatu* 
ated builder with k, into the abyss of woe* 

How important then, my dear friend, that we know or 
what ground we stand. How important that we build ] 
upon that Rock, upon which millions have built who now 
sing in triumphant strains its worth and glory. 

I do long to feel the attractions of that cross, " where 
God my Saviour loved and died and have my whole 
soul assimilated to him who went about doing good. O- 
how much might we do to benefit those around us in soul 
and body. And what sweet felicity vibrates in the phi- 
hnthropic breast. Who, that has entered \\x* uv^sAs&Wi 
of poverty, and poured the *\\\\xm\xi^tv^x^"& .«ft 
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truths on its illiterate inhabitants, witnessed their anxious 
tears, and heard their plaintive inquiring moans, as they 
tenderly listened to something wonderously new ;— who, 
that has supplied the wants of penury, and cheered the 
heart throbbing with misery who, that has smoothed 
the sufferer's aching pillow, and taught him to seek dur- 
able riches and righteousness, and aspire after a crown 
unfading and eternal, in that world where sickness, sor- 
row, and death shall be known no more;— who, that 
has tasted of the divine luxury, accompanying a sincere 
and unostentatious discharge of these duties, would relin- 
quish it for seats of royalty and crowns of gold ? Does it 
not grieve your heart, my dear Nancy, to hear some say in 
answer to inquiry, " I cannot go to Church for want of de- 
tent clothes, I have nothing to wear?" Ah, what shall be 
dene? Must they bid adieu to the house of prayer, where God 
often meets with sinners, and makes them in earnest for the 
one thing needful? But if they took delight in the worshipof 
the most High, would they not be willing to appear in his 
earthly courts, though in mean and homely apparel? 
I have sometimes thought, O that my ability were com- 
mensurate with my wishes ! but then I check myself by 
reflecting, that if I had wealth at my disposal, I might 
spend it on my lusts. O for a spirit of weaned ness from 
the world and devotion to God I Why do I sit still in 
slothful apathy, and spend my precious time in vain— 
a useless cumberer of the ground ? Were I not awfully 
sunk in stupidity, my tears would bedew this paper, and 
mix with this ink. O that my head were waters, and mine 
eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep over this con- 
tagious lukewarmness and sottishness, that not only has 
overspread me, but is manifest in many around me, who 
have little more of religion than the name, whose tongues 
fluently converse on worldly topics, but let tta duurasfes 
if Jehovah, the charms of Jesus, the v&i&Kve x«&&s& 
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eternity, the ineffable value of the soul, the delightful in- 
terosts of Zion, the exercises and experiences of true 
Christians, and the vast importance of retaining not only 
the form, but the power of godliness — let these be bat 
introduced and they are tacit, and perhaps surprise and 
chagreen are depicted in their aspects. When I have 
spent whole afternoons in the company of professors, and 
have thus seen their volubility on secular subjects, aad 
on any subjects, but the best and the sweetest; and if any 
one had courage to advance this in the most inoffensive 
and conciliating manner, no one would kindly second it, 
but all seemed eager the first favourable moment to give 
it a widely different turn. O I have painfully reiterated 
mentally, " Are these Christians ? have they tasted that 
the Lord is gracious ? Have they learned the sweet lan- 
guage of Canaan, and are they travelling thfe road to 
Zion ?" Do tell me, my dearly beloved friend, what yoil 
think of such characters. Can religion dwell in our hearts, 
aiul yet never be heard from our lips? True, all have 
not equal freedom in disclosing their feelings, and con- 
versing on things pertaining to the kingdom of God ; yet 
if we have one spark of grace, shall we not drop a few 
words, and talk as much on this as on other themes? I 
remain your affectionate, &c. 

journal, 1813. 
July, O in what language shall I record the death of 
my Harriet ! Alas ! my pen trembles, my heart bleeds, 
my eyes are drowned in tears, my spirit is wounded by 
an arrow from the Almighty ! How shall I write that 
name, which lias long been bound up in the tenderest 
fibres of my heart, while the dearly beloved object that 
bore it is no more on earth ! Earth was too low, too 
mean a habitation for thy residence \ and thy celestial 
spirit, tired of all beUw the *ua,W ^\a^\\skww^ 
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flight to congenial climes. No more dost thou wan- 
der from thy native land to the subry climes of 
India, nor from that ungrateful soil, to the distant Isle 
France, conversant with toils, and care, and sorrow, 
and tears, ill suited to thy tender health, and still more ten* 
der spirit; for thou hast found thy everlasting home, where 
the wicked cease from troubling, and where the weary 
are at rest. No more it remains a question where thou 
shalt labour, and whether thou shalt go. For thy la* 
bours, thy wanderings, thy anxieties, and thy perils, re* 
ceived a final termination in the swellings of Jordon, and 
thy immortal part has found that rest, which shall never 
be alloyed with a rising sigh or falling tear, a rest in the 
bosom of thy loved Redeemer. Thou hast bidden fare- 
well to this adverse clime, to thy sorrowing partner, thy 
.widowed mother, and mourning friends, to meet thy Fa- 
ther and thy God, and kindred spirits in realms of bliss. 
Far from this western world, the land that gave thee 
birth, far from thy maternal abode, and the tender bosom 
of a beloved mother, a stranger in a strange land, thou 
languishedst on the bed of death, and closedst thine eyes 
on things below. On yonder distant Isle, thy spirit took 
its early flight, and mingled with the inhabitants of hea- 
ven. Strangers hovered over thy dying bed, caught the 
last beams of thy closing eyes, and heard the soft in- 
cluding accents that quivered on thy faultering lips, and 
their tears bedewed thy lamented grave. Ah ! as if the 
land of thy birth could not afford thee a grave, thou hast 
found one in a heathen land, over which the tears of thy 
mother and thy Fanny cannot flow. Thy amiable dis- 
position and endearing virtues shall however live in my 
affectionate remembrance, and thy early departure be 
embalmed with the tears of friendship, and the sighs cf 
grief. Long shall my memory retain \.\^ \\ea^> 
the benignant traces of that counteroKiKfc ^\w\0cw 

H 
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moulders in the ruins of death, and consecrates the fields 

of superstition, vice, and error. 

Ah ! I have lost a friend. The universal conqueror 
has snatched from my little circle of friends, one of my 
best beloved and most deserving. The cold hand of death 
has levelled my Harriet with the dust, and laid her body 
beneath the clods of the valley. 

Ye poor pagans ! let floods of sorrow roll down your 
sable faces for one who loved you. For you she badi 
her friends adieu ; for you she was tossed on the wide 
Atlantic ; for you she became inured to hardship and 
wo ; and for you she paid the debt of nature in a far dis- 
tant and unfavourable clime. 

Ye Christians ! followers of her to a kingdom of glory, 
drop one tear over her early exit, and emulate with zeal 
her example of humble piety, christian fortitude, and 
cheerful self-denial ; and rejoice in the prospect of hailing 
her happy spirit in the New Jerusalem. 

Ye dead sinners ! weep not for her, but for yourselves ; 
for she deplored your wretchedness ; she prayed and toil- 
ed for your everlasting good, and fain would her benevo- 
lent soul have snatched you from the precipice on which 
you totter, and established your feet on a Rock, firmer 
than the pillars of the universe, and durable as eternity 
itself. 

Ye tender relatives and affectionate friends ! let the 
thought of her consummate bliss and immortal glory con* 
sole your anguished spirits, and impart serenity and peace 
to your bleeding bosoms. From yonder hill of Zion, she 
speaks in accents of mild affection and - soothing tender- 
ness, €t Dry up your falling tears, compose your restless 
passions with holy assiduity, follow me as far as I have 
followed my blest Redeemer, and prepare to meet mt, 
where my Saviour and my Go& Sotsnst fare\L M 
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With pensive pleasure I ' review the days of other 
years. My officious memory retraces those scenes, and 
joys departed never to return ; but which are engraven in 
indelible characters on my heart, and shall often be the 
theme of my meditations. In the literary seminary in 
the beloved Bradford, I found my Harriet of congenial 
sentiments and feelings, and capable of all the sensibilities 
and refinements of amity ; and with her I commenced 
that intercourse of heart with heart, and interchange of 
mutual endearments, which many years and many vicis- 
situdes served but to cement, corroborate, and improve. 
Auspicious summer ! grateful is the recollection of thee to 
my burdened heart. How often, in reciprocal embraces, 
did we traverse the verdant groves, conversing on the 
interests of Zion, and things pertaining to the kingdom 
of God— on the celestial beauties of our Emanuel, and 
the ineffable worth of our immortal souls. Ah! how 
little did we then think that mighty waters, and track- 
less forests, and towering mountains, were to separate 
our mortal frames, and debar a pleasurable interview. 
How little did I think that thou wast to tread a path, 
untrodden by the fair daughters of Columbia, a path 
strewed with peculiar and heart-appalling trials* and 
through so many foes and tiresome toils, force thy way to 
the haven of rest. How little did we think, that in the 
far distant Isle of France, thou wast to clpse thy eyes on 
things below, and open them in eternal day. But though 
thy first and earliest friends witnessed not the last scene 
of thy mortal sufferings, nor smoothed thy dying pillow 
with their lenient sympathies and efforts, yet we trust this 
bosom of Jesus was thy rest, his heavenly smiles thy 
solace, and benignant angels thy guard ; and thus attend- 
ed and supported, thou didst greet the peaceful port of 
heavenly rest. 
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Happy spirit, I congratulate thy safe accession to im- 
mortal joys. O may I meet thee on that blissful shore, 
where the parting sound and tear are known no more, 
where all the favoured inhabitants are cemented in the 
most endearing and everlasting bonds, in the presence of 
that Jesus who is nil in all. O may the friendship, form- 
ed in these frigid regions, be transplanted to heavenly 
climes, and there glow with immortal ardour, and burn 
with a purified and exalted flame beneath the beams of 
the Sun of Righteousness, and surrounded by all the 
transccrdently glorious beauties of the celestial Paradise. 
O may I join my humbler voice with thine in everlasting 
strains of melodious praise, and vie with seraphim and 
cherubim in one harmonious concert of sublime adoration, 
and grateful homage to him that sits on the throne, and 
the Lamb forever and ever. 

Well, my dear Harriet, I leave you there ; and when 
all the transient joys and borrows of this mortal life shall 
cease to interest me, when my spirit is just ready to loose 
from earth, and commence its flight through the vast re- 
gions of boundless space. O may you hail its introduc- 
tion to that bright world, where you have arrived, to 
spend endless ages in rehearsing the wonders of redeem- 
ing love. 

Ah ! how many fervent prayers have been lodged in the 
court of heaven for my dear Harriet, while she was be- 
yond their reach, employed in cheerful praise. Well, they 
shall not be lost, if offered in real faith andf sincerity. 
But though I supplicate for her no more, yet O let me 
not cease to remember the little mission in which she was 
so ardently interested, and which she bore on her heart, 
when almost overwhelmed with personal trials. Let me 
not forget perishing pagans, whose hapless state she so 
pathetically deplored, and whose immortal salvation she 
longed to secure. Let me not forget to deposit her let- 
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ters in my heart, as the surest pledge of our reciprocal 
affection, and the lively transcript of the interior recesses 
of her breast. Farewell this theme— I drop my pen, 
and sigh, Adieu. 

LETTER TO MBS ATWOOD OF HAVERHILL, AND - 
HER DAUGHTERS. 

Beverly, July t7 9 18 IS. 

O my dear Mrs Atwood, I know not how to address - 
you on that heart-rending event which drowns my eyes 
in tears, and suffuses my soul in sorrow ; but which you 
must feel in all its ineffable and overwhelming poignan- 
cy. Our dearly beloved Harriet has quitted this nether 
world, and all its chequered vicissitudes, joys, and sor- 
rows. From the celestial hill of Zion, smiling with joy 
she retrospects the dangers, the toils, and the troubles of 
her earthly pilgrimage, all happily past, and all contri- 
buting to brighten her crown of glory, and enhance her 
felicity. With what raptures does she strike her golden 
lyre to Emanuel's praise, and in notes divinely seraphic 
celebrate the wonders of redeeming grace and almighty 
love, absorbed in the full blaze of consummate beauty and 
uncreated glory ! With what admiring extacy must she 
gaze on the splendours of Deity, and enjoy the beams of ' 
the Sun of Righteousness ; and, rapt with m immortal 
flame, soar from glory to glory,, making nearer and near- 
er assimilations to infinite excellency,— -capacitated for • 
continual and endless progression and enjoyment ! O the 
millions and millions of pure and refined delights that 
fill her immortal soul,, adequate to all its boundless de* - 
sires, and durable as its existence ! 

May we, my dear Mrs Atwood, be prepared to greet 
her happy spirit on that peaceful shore, where those who 
have here been cemented in Christ, w^r* ^to&nol 
a 3 
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unspeakably lender, sublime, endearing, and eternal. 
Yes ; if Christians, we shall ere long be done with all the 
toils and trials of the wilderness, and in the New Jeru- 
salem meet all our pious friends, and spirits of just men 
made perfect, to part no more forever. 

Great is your trial, and indescribably tender and dis- 
tressing must be your feelings. Gladly would I pour 
into your bleeding bosom the balm of Gilead, and wipe 
the anguished tears from your swoln eyes. But the 
hand that has wounded alone can heal. God is able to 
give you strength adequate to your day, and by the com- 
munications of his grace and love, cause you ever in this 
night of affliction to sing his praise. O that his tender 
hand may bind up your broken spirit, and be your stay 
and support in the house of your pilgrimage ! He doe* 
not willingly afflict nor grieve the children of men ; and 
he has consolingly promised, that all things shall work 
together for good to them that love him. O that he may 
give you the oil of joy for mourning, and the garment of 
praise for the spirit of heaviness, and cause you to glory 
in tribulation. Your trial, with all its distressing cir- 
cumstances and aggravations, was ordered by him in in- 
finite wisdom and mercy ; and the Judge of all the earth 
has done right. The dispensations of his providence are 
often mysterious, but we ought to rest assured that he 
knows what is best, and that hia ways are just and 
equal. Let me request you to direct your weeping eyes 

. to the summit of Calvary, and there behold the 
blessed Jesus in the agonies of death, insulted, despised, 
and contemned, and offering up his life for the salvation 
of rebel worms. May you leave your sorrows and your 
griefs at the foot of the cross, rejoicing that you are 
counted worthy to Buffer for CYms\!& O v\«x^ 

may lean your weary head on ihe bosom ^esw*, 

there sweetly repose all your ^ 
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touched with a feeling of your infirmities, knows how 
pity, how to succour you ; and by the sweet visits of 
ft love can impart rich consolation to your soul, and 
ange your pensive complaints into songs of admiring 
atitude and praise. " The Lord liveth, the Lord reign- 
b." He governs all things in the wisest and best man- 
:r, and he ever lives to protect his cause, to bless his 
liidren, and to be their unfailing portion, when earth 
isll be on fire, and tune swallowed up in eternity. 
I lament my inability to comfort you ; but I pray that 
^ who is the Fountain of living waters, the God of all 
mfort, and giver of every good and perfect gift, may 
nit his com fort 8 and supports to your wants and necessi- 
es, make you an illustrious example of patience, sub- 
ission, and cheerful acquiescence, a rich and lasting 
easing to your family, the Israel of God, and a world 
ing in wickedness ; and at last receive you to the sub* 
ne entertainments, and transporting felicities of his 
;avenly kingdom. Your very affectionate, but unworthy 
iend, &c. 

My dear young Friends, sisters of my beloved Harriet, 
id fellow travellers with me to the eternal world, re- 
ive a few affectionate lines from a heart that loves you, 
id longs for your immortal good. Consider your awful 
ate by nature, and your exposedness to the wrath of an 
igry God. You stand on the verge of a long eternity ; 
id while out of Christj you totter on a precipice, from 
hence you may tremendously fall into the .gulf of re- 
ediless perdition and despair. A few more short days, 
id you will cease to be interested in all that is done on 
trth ; nay, this night your souls may be required of you, 
id your eternal destiny be fixed beyond the possibility 
' a .change. O that 2 could describe to you the awful 
tcmoitirti at tidying hour, and tto>*]i»^.t^^ & 
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a future world. O that I could tell you in language g 
equivalent to the reality, the worth of your souls, and the 3 
importance of securing their salvation. Now, now is the K 
accepted time, the precious opportunity, which, if you do i 
not seise and improve, endless ages hence you may be* } 
wail and lament, in all the horrors of remorse and an- , 
guish. I beseech you defer not one moment longer. If 
you value the happiness of heaven, a happiness that shall R 
survive the ruins of the world, and flourish immortal » - 
the celestial Paradise, a happiness interminable as the , 
desires of your souls— if this is valuable, O strive to ob» , 
tain an unalienable title to it. You have every induce* p 
ment now to forsake your sins, and engage in the env L 
ploy m en t of angels, and partake of the joys of heaven. ( 
You have had one warning after another ; and will yd , 
turn a deaf ear to them, and go on treasuring up wrath ( 
against the day of wrath, till you are beyond the reach 
of mercy ? I conjure you not to act so preposterous, » 
criminal, so ruinous a part ! Embrace the offers of mercy, 
and fly with celerity to the ark of safety, the arms of 
Christ. Listen to the voice that speaks from the far dis- 
tant grave ot Harriet, in accents unutterably emphatic*!, 
" Be also ready ; for in such an hour as ye think not, 
the Son of man cometh." Work while the day lasts, for 
the night of death cometh, wherein no man can wort ] 
Lay up your treasure in heaven, and prepare to meet 
your God. Do you not wish to die serenely, as she did, 
with a hope full of immortality. Do you not wish to 
meet her in that blest wond, where she has arrived, and 
join with her in the beatific song of Moses and the Lamb? 
Why then will you not repent ? Why will you not bow 
to the sceptre of Jesus, and deoosit your souls in his dea r 
faithful hands, and engage in Yu& faY\^ox&& ^ 
that I could prevail on you w> ^ <s>vw\*A«^ 

iu the language of eternity \ in *Wt&W*^W^ 
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ilineate its sublime realities, and how would I urge 
to make immortality your blessing, not your ever- 
ng curse ! My beloved friends, these are not mere 
leras and visionary flights ; no, they are tremendous 
hs, and ere long we shall feel them in all their energy 
force. O then let them sink with all their weight 
your hearts, and urge you to an immediate prepara- 
for death and judgment. Give not sleep to your eyes, 
slumber to your eyelids, till you have secured an in- 
it in the great guardian of Israel, whose watchful eyes 
;r slumber nor sleep. The smiles of approving heaven 
>f infinitely more worth, than millions of worlds- 
sweeten all our trials, check our rising tears, calm our 
ing sighs, smooth your descent to the lonely grave, 
crown you with a paradise of rich and ever blooming 
[ties and perennial joys. Treasure, I entreat you, 
nstructions of your dear departed sister in your hearts, 
transcribe them into your lives. O may you, in uni- 
with her and all the musicians around the celestial 
ne in one glorious band, sing praises to Zion's King 
»ver and ever. 

most sincerely sympathize with you all in the deep 
:tion which immerses you in gloom ; and hope you 
come out of the furnace refined and purified. Letters 
i all of you would be peculiarly grateful to my heart, 
ijuest you to excuse my freedom and inaccuracies, as I 
i written in much haste. Your very affectionate 
id, &c 



LETTER TO MISS M. S. OF CUELMSFO&D. 

Beverly, Aug. 6, 1812. 
DEAR AND MUCH LOVED MlSS S. 

Iy earliest acknowledgments and *v<knt ttaxta 

fa- your very affectionate and ob\\g\u^\^\ft\»^^ 
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freedom with which you have opened your heart to ont 
who will cheerfully reciprocate your confidence, but la- 
ments her inability to establish, strengthen, stimulate, and 
direct you, as she ardently wishes. You do not appear 
to enjoy that clear evidence of your union to Christ, and 
those elevated and rapturous feelings with which you have 
formerly been favoured in some precious moments, and for J' 
which you now aspire ; yet I trust you retain a comfort* 
able hope that you huve passed " from death unto life* 
I think we are too easily elated with raised affections; 
and then, when they subside, though we ma}' be equally 
in the exercise of grace, unreasonably depressed ; when> 
as we ought to regard more the habitual disposition of off 
minds. Frames and feelings are variable and inconstant; 
but God never changes. I do believe it would be betttf k 
with us generally, if we kept Christ more in view, and 
lived more simply and entirely on him, and Tess engrossed 
with our little selves. Let us, my dear friend, strive 
for a confidential trust in him, and solid evidence that 
we are his disciples ; and then let not every discouraging 
appearance, every temptation of the adversary, disconcert 
and unsettle our minds, and throw us into- yielding ti- 
midity and gloomy despondency* The best way tooti 
get rid of our doubts and fears, is to engage resolutely is 
what we know to be duty, however crossing to our na- 
tural propensities ; and to renounce all known sin, and 
avoid every appearance of evil, though it should subject 
us to many mortifications and trials, like the- plucking 
out of a right eye, or cutting off a right hand. In order 
to Christian enjoyment, much circumspection, watchful" 
ness, and prayer, are essentially necessary. While our 
course is even, regular, and humble, we may expect gra- 
cious visits from the Majesty of heaven, and our souk 
will flourish as ceders in "Leb&wotv \ W*. tas'\<ro&*t£Q, 
one inadvertent action, m*y lutetc^ itoa wf* 
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righteousness, and involve us in more than Egyptian 
kness. Never, then, never let us suffer our desires 
1 aspirations towards God grow cold and languid ; ne- 

let our addresses to Heaven be inconstant, lukewarm, 
I formal. Backslidings ordinarily originate in a fail- 
, or negligent and infrequent performance of those du- 

which more immediately lie between God and our 
) souls, and of which no human eye takes cognizance, 
len we take delight in pouring out our souls before 
i, when the time allotted to devotion is pleasantly and 
outly passed, we may be said to make proficiency in 
divine life ; but when we are reluctant to the duties of 
closet, and glad of any plausible pretence for omitting 
oi, we may justly fear that we are in a retrograde mo- 
i, and a dangerous state. 

3y no means would 1 insinuate, that Christians do at 
times hail the seasons of retirement, and feel sweet 
iplacency and freedom in their intercourse with hea- 
i ; for alas ! their backwardness, their coldness, and 
ir deadness are often lamentably apparent. But it is 
tain to a demonstration, that all true Christians do 
lerally love to draw near to God, and hold frequent 
1 pleasurable communion with him, while they mourn 
>r their wanderings and imperfections in the duty. 
.re I think we may obtain some light respecting our 
musters; for i apprehend that hypocrites pay more at- 
ition to external and moral duties, rather than to those 
ich are spiritual and secret ; and however much they 
y do to be seen of men, still they are not desirous of 
it honour which cometh from God only. 
My dear Miss S. it is infinitely important that we be 
iristians in deed and in truth, subjects of that radical 
inge of heart, without which the benevolent Saviour 
s declared with a solemn asseveration, xtotve ract «sw\&\ 
? kingdom ofheavetu May you, my toii^^ 
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your hope on a foundation which will stand firm and im* 
moveable, when general devastation and destruction en- 
velope this terraqueous globe, and the breath of the Al- 
mighty extinguishes the hope of the hypocrite, and sinks 
him down to the abyss of woe. Having tasted that the 
Lord is gracious, and exulted in the auspicious smiles of the 
glorious Emanuel, surely you are under ten thousand ob- 
ligations to live entirely devoted to him, and to glorify 
him with every breath. O magnify, praise, and extol 
his name and perfections, and recommend him to all 
around you, not only with the eloquence of words, but of 
actions, and use all your influence and endeavours to 
promote his cause, and advance his kingdom. Instruct, 
warn, admonish, and reprove, with all holy boldness and 
incontestible argument, as you have opportunity, without 
any fear ot man, confiding in the Lord Jehovah ; for in 
him only is everlasting strength. Go in the strength of 
the Lord God, and he will assist, stimulate, and accept 
you ; and who ran tell but he may furnish you with a 
" word in season," and make you the happy instrument 
of saving a sonl from endless death? " They that sowin 
tears shall reap in joy." The seed you sow plentifully 
in faith and hope, and water with your prayers and tears, 
may spring up, when you are removed from earthly scenes, 
and yield a luxuriant increase to the praise of God. 
What an encouragement is this to active and indefati- 
gable exertions in the cause of Christ ! 

If we would enjoy religion, let us be explicit and open 
in our attachment to Emanuel, eome out boldly on the 
Lord's side, manifesting to all that we are not ashamed 
of the Cross of Christ, and that we can cheerfully endure 
a sneer or a frown, esteeming the reproach of Christ 
greater riches than treasures of gold. Even though 
wolves and lions should impede oxxt p\o^re&*»\«x>» ^«s* 
toward in the pathof duty, « ***wT * 
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vigorous faith in him will sink mountains into molehills, 
and overcome difficulties and obstructions almost insu- 
perable. u If God be for us, who can be against us ?" 

Wishing you a seat at the feet of Jesus, I am yours, 
- with sisterly affection, &c. 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO MISS S.P.B.OF LYNNFIEiD* 

Beverly, Aug. 26, 1813. 
I do not feel adequate to the solution of your import- 
> ant queries, but will suggest a few ot my own ideas, 
hoping they will not be incompatible with Scripture. I 
apprehend a Christian may be disposed to conform to the 
world, and to partake in its vanities, and even prefer the 
company of the great and gay to that of the meek and 
lowly disciples of Christ. But it must be when the gra- 
cious affections of his soul are very low, and all his de- 
sires towards God in a lukewarm and languishing state. 
While he thus conducts, he can have little or no religious 
comfort, and all who behold his inconsistent and care* 
less walk, have reason to call in question all his former 
evidences of piety. How dangerous is his state ! He 
complies with one solicitation after another ; he allows 
himself one carnal indulgence after another ; conforms to 
one worldly requisition after another ; and stiU descending 
with the stream, who knows where it will land him ! My 
dear friend, we are not to go to the world, and see how 
far it will permit us to follow Christ, and still retain its 
friendship. No ; we have an infallible guide and stand- 
ard, to which we must resort, which lifts its monitory 
voice, and cries, " Whosoever will be a friend of the world, 
is the enemy of God." O may we learn to detach our 
affections from earth, and rivet them on joys unchange- 
able and immeasurable ! Yours affectionately, &c. 

8 
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LETTER TO MR D. S. OF BEVERLY, THEN At 
BRADFORD ACADEMY, 

Beverly, Sept. 29, 1813. 

My Dear Friend, 

With tender anxiety and growing solicitude for your 
spiritual welfare, I improve a few hasty moments in writ- 
ing to you, imploring the Holy Spirit to guide my pen 
to a word in season, and impress on your heart and con- 
science the great truths I suggest. The idea that I am 
addressing an immortal being fills my soul with holy 
dread, and urges, irresistibly urges me to plainness and 
faithfulness, though I am sensible I can say nothing but 
what has been already said to you. 

You observe, (ah 1 my mind revolts at the thought !) 
you observe, " I am fighting against God." Woe, woe 
unto him that striveth with his Maker ! Has not God 
given you life, and has he not crowned this life with a 
plenitude of mercies ? Has he not been your Preserver 
from infancy to the present moment, delivering you from 
imminent dangers, seen and unseen, when there was ap- 
parently but a step between you and endless death? * Has 
he not opened the gate of heaven, and exhibited the glories 
of the upper world, and offered them to your acceptance, 
** without money and without price } n Has he not dis- 
covered to you the heart-rending miseries of the infernal 
pit, the awful and inevitable portion of all who die in 
their sins, and besought you to flee for refuge to the 
shadow of his wings ? And now, as a return for all his 
favours and mercies, you hate him ;— a worm of yester- 
day, rebelling against the Majesty of heaven ; that Being 
who is the centre of all perfection, .glory, and excellence; 
the source of all felicity, the fountain of living waters, 



• He was in danger of drowuafe >Y3&« 
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the giver of every good and perfect gift, who sways the 
sceptre of universal dominion, having all creatures and 
things under his controul whom cherubim, and sera- 
phim, angels, and archangels, and all the glorious spirits 
of the redeemed love, extol, and worship, and before 
whose throne they cast their crowns in adoring wonder ; 
ascribing all blessedness, might, power, dominion, and 
glory, to one vast and universal concert of praise ; — that 
Being, whose potent arm can crush ten thousand worlds, 
and sink his opposers into the abyss of woe ! O then, 
rush not on " the thick bosses of his buckler," and pro- 
voke not his direful indignation. Throw down the 
weapons of your rebellion, and submit to his righteous 
government. " Acquaint now thyself with him, and be 
at peace ; thereby good shall come unto thee." " Agree 
with thine adversary quickly whiles thou art in the way 
with him," lest sudden destruction overtake you, and 
there be none to deliver. The bleeding Lamb of God 
will soon appear as the Lion of the' tribe of Judah, roar- 
ing for bis prey, pouring anguish, (despair, and wrath, iu 
.one impetuous torrent on all those who would not have 
him to reign over them. He now sits on a. mercy-seat, , 
and in the most alluring accents, invites you to his arms ; 
but soon he will ascend his dread tribunal, and then he 
will consign all his incorrigible enemies to the mansions 
of despair. From those dreary abodes they cast their 
mournful eyes accross the impassable gulf, and, viewing 
the golden harps and immortal crowns of Paradise, their 
souls are filled with keener anguish, and the tormenting 
reflection of what they , have procured by their wretched 
folly, stings them to agony, madness, and rage. No 
drop of water cools their scorched tongues ; no beam of 
consolation soothes their harrowed spirits ; no ray of hope 
mitigates the horror and darkness o? tWvc ^\\^cv\ ^ \svn 
friend, are you travelling that broai vo?A \>a»X. «sc&»rX* 
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to all this misery ? Change your course, then, I beseech 
you ; change your course instantly. Escape for your 
life from this devoted Sodom ; look not behind you ; 
slacken not your pace, till you reach the place of safety. 

Do you feel poor, and wretched, and miserable, and 
blind, and naked ? Go then to the sinner's Friend, and, 
at the foot of the blood-besprinkled cross, find a tranquil 
refuge for your weary soul. Go to Gilead's Physician, 
give yourself up to his care, submit to his directions, fol- 
low his prescriptions, and your diseased soul will be in 
health and prosper. J entreat you to fly from impending 
wrath to the only ark of safety. By the goodness, for- 
bearance, and mercy of God— by the tremendous scenes 
exhibited in Gethsemane and Golgotha— by all the en- 
dearing promises of the gospel — by the heart-appalling 
thunders of Sinai — by the unutterable worth of your 
never dying soul — by the solemnities of death, judgment, 
nnd eternity — by all that is glorious in heaven, and 
dreadful in hell — I conjure you this moment to renounce 
your sins, believe in Christ, and make a cordial and un- 
reserved surrender of yourself to him. Remember the 
Spirit will not always strive: Christ will not always 
stand and knock ; God will not always wait to be gra- 
cious. You have had many monitory calls, many pre* 
cious opportunities, many kind invitations; and, if you 
do not improve them, you may never have any more; 
you may provoke God to take his Spirit from you, and 
leave you to walk in the sight of your own eyes, and after 
the imagination of your heart. This is the precious 
seasonable moment, in which you may rejoice in the fa- 
vour of God, triumph in the heavenly smiles of the di- 
vine Redeemer, in the cheering presence of the Holy 
Comforter, and call the joys of heaven your own. 
But perhaps you have a Yvo^e, vVvax. ^jovxWn* «n&Rws& 
the blessed Jesus, and become w©w*&»&\» \*«% 
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let me humbly request you to examine and scrutinize that 
hope, and be sure it is warranted by the only infallible 
criterion, the word of God. Beware of building on a 
sandy foundation, lest, when the rains and storms des- 
cend and beat; it should give way, and leave you in con- 
fusion and consternation. Strive to obtain those evidences 
for heaven, which shall elevate your sinking spirits in the 
Jordan of death, and stand the test of the last judgment. 
Build your hopes for eternity on the immoveable Rock of 
ages ; and you shall be safe in the awful hour of death, 
amidst the tremendous convulsions of the last day, and 
through the rounds of endless ages. Realise your utter 
nothingness and insufficiency, and the all-sufficiency, full- 
ness and beauty of Emanuel. To those that believe, . 
Christ is unspeakably precious. Do you then, my friend, 
discern his loveliness, excellency, and amiableness ; and, 
renouncing every other dependence, do you rest entirely 
on him, and trust only in his righteousness and merits ? - 
Do you love the holy character of God, as delineated by 
the pen of inspiration r do you rejoice that he reigns ?- * 
and do you hate all sin, because of its contrariety to his 
holy law ? If you possess, these characteristic marks of the 
true disciples. of Christ, you may take courage, and goon 
your way rejoicing. It would g'adden my heart to see 
you coming up to the help of the Lord against the mighty, 
and joining the little company of . pilgrims* steering to * 
Canaan's happy land. 

If then you have reason to think you are one of the 
number, take heed and shun every. devious step and 
every crooked path, and labour to be deep in penitence 
and humility, looking continually to Jesus. Remember 
you have no inherent power, by which you can fight the • 
Christian warfare ; but you need fresh and constant sup* - 
plies, and must be always a beggar attWOrawte^^RA. 
Use great caution ; be circumspect. ; wovd 

8 3 
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enter not into temptation ; be fervent, persevering, and 
constant in your supplications to Heaven, and do all with 
a single eye to the glory of God, and in the name of the 
Lord Jesus, 

As I know pot the state of your mind, I have touched 
upon a variety of subjects, and you will probably find 
some things applicable. If 1 have been too harsh and 
severe, forgive me. This letter has been written in great 
haste ; part of H in the silent hours of night, when sleep 
had closed almost every eye, which must apologize for 
its imperfections, and the badness of the writing. If you 
can read it, and find one word conducive to your good, I 
shall think it an ample compensation ; and may the glory 
be all given to Him who deserves it. Please to write j 
very soon the feelings of your heart. Most affectionate 1 
regards to all my dear Bradford friends, particularly those 1 
with whom you reside. Yours, &c. * 

i 

LETTER TO HISS B. P. OF DANVERS. 

Beverly, Oct. 23, 1813. 
My dear Betsy. Saturday eve. 

As the evening drew its sable curtains over our western 
horizon, I thought my heart rejoiced, and I could say 
to all my terrestrial employments and pursuits, as Abra- 
ham said to his servants, " Abide ye here, while I go 
yonder and worship," How sweet it is to leave the world 
behind, to forget we are inhabitants of this comfortless 
clime, and with an eye of faith pierce the intercepting 
veil of mortality, and range the fields of ether ; and pla- 
cing ourselves before the throne of the Eternal, mingle 
with the spirits of the just ; and with rapturous wonder 
and sweetest melody, rehears \ta of almighty 

grace, and make heaven* s Yu^cv arcW ^t&w 
our songs of praise. Buda, men\*\ «*A ^n<*cksw^ isms* 
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make palatable the bitter waters of Marali, lighten 
f cross, sweeten every trial, and smooth the rugged 
which leads to heaven. After such favoured sea- 
, how invulnerable are our hearts to the allurements 
t insidious world, to the solicitation of sinful pleasu res j. 
to all the wiles of a subtile adversary ; and how are 
lmost ready to bound over the intervening years of 
pilgrimage, and cry, " Come, Lord Jesus, come 
dy !" But ah ! how soon do we descend from the 
nit we had gained, lose the heavenly relish, and be* 
! accessible to the grovelling charms of this sinful 

! 

hat an inconsistent creature is man f Who, that 
$ a Christian converse on the glories of heaven, on 
>eauties of Emanuel, on the wonders of redeeming 
would not imagine him insensible to human grandeur, 
ur, and applause, regardless of reproaches, calumnies, 
frowns, and proof against temptation ? But this very 
>n you may see the next moment, ambitious of the 
ur that comes from man, seeking after distinctions 
emoluments with avidity, complying with the voice 
e tempter, and thoughtless of his God and his duty, 
this were his home and his portion. So foolish, de- 
ll, and unstable is the heart of man, and so* essen- 
r necessary is the grace of Omnipotence, the quicken- 
enlivening influences of the Holy Spirit,, we have 
nual need to look to heaven for help, and say to God 
the Psalmist, " Hold thou me up, and I shall be 
* We have no inherent power to stand our ground, 
ke one step forward in the path of duty, independent 
e assisting grace of God. The work of salvation 
first to last is the work of that uncreated Power 
h spake the earth out of nothing, and man from 
/ and no power inferior to that can 
lapsed race; nor, after grace *\a \nfoat& Vote^ 
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heart, maintain its life. The same almighty arm which 
snatched the sinner from the burning lake, most be con* 
stantly exerted to keep and uphold him, till he arrives 
at his journey's end, and on the peaceful banks of deliver- 
ance swells the chorus of heaven. 

The precious, precious religion of the cross is the only 
one that can meliorate the obliquities of nature, subjugate 
the turbulent passions of the mind, purify and sanctify 
the heart, and diffuse peace, harmony, and love through 
the soul ; alleviate and support under trials, destroy the 
sting of death, and open the gate of the New Jerusalem. 
" Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ; all is sea be* 
sides," &c. 



LETTER TO MISS M. S. OF CHELMSFORD. 

Beverly, Oct. 2p, 1813. 
As I again direct my thoughts to Chelmsford, mf 
heart solicitously inquires into the coneerns of my beloved 
fellow pilgrim there, and tenders its most ardent and af- 
fectionate wishes for her progress in the Christian race. 
May smiling heaven shed lustre on the narrow path, 
strew its rugged way with Eden's blooming flowers and 
Eshcol's pleasant grapes, and gild its closing step with 
the full rays of an immortal suik May this find you, 
my dear sister, not like Martha of eld, cumbered with 
the affairs of this vanishing world, but like gentle Mary, 
at the feet of your beloved Redeemer, imbibing his spirit, 
and drinking his instructions, and solacing yourself under 
the banner of his love. If, as I devoutly trust, you are 
steering your course to the hill of Zion, O may you ac- 
celerate your pace, and climb with more than mortal 
speed the steep ascent. Let not your heart faint because. 
of the way. It is indeed a. vioy \Hi\gy%xafc& \s> 
sloth and security i lonsudab\« to ^cvte, 
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ii^ts ; a way beset with snares, stratagems, and difficulties ; 
doubled with numerous potent and malicious enemies ; 
-**d lined with sorrows and tears. But it is the way 
t-teaven has marked out. It is sanctioned by the Cap* 
•**in of our salvation, crimsoned witli the blood of the 
Martyrs, traversed by all the redeemed in glory, and now 
Sodden by every saint on earth. It is perfumed with 
the merits of Jesus, smoothed with watchfulness and 
|tfsyer, sweetened with the promises of the gospel, ilium- 
hied with the light of heaven, and terminates in Para- 
dise. O my friend, it is a good way ; the longer you 
*ralk in it the better you will love it, the happier and the 
easier you will go on. 

But you will recollect that the arm of the Lord is your 
strength ; and that you cannot take one step, nor even 
stand the ground you have gained, but by the special 
assistance of almighty grace. O how often do we stum* 
ble and fall through self-dependence, self-love, and self- 
sufficiency, and thereby grieve the blessed Jesus, and 
bring leanness into our souls ; and surely, if superior power 
did not raise us, we should there remain wallowing in 
the slough of despond, and sinking deeper and deeper in 
the mire ; or reaching the city of destruction, take our 
station there, with wrath impending over our guilty 
beads. But blessed be God, that he has engaged to per- 
fect the work which he begins, and that by a mighty 
power and stretched out arm, he will bring all his soldiers 
from the field of battle, with songs of victory on their 
lips, and triumphant joy in their hearts. A true Chris* 
tian may fall frequently—may fall grievously, but shall 
never fall finally. O no ; the grace, the love, the power, 
the faithfulness of Jesus are engaged to bring every new 
born soul home to glory, in defiance of nil the hosts of 
hell. 
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Come then, my dear fellow traveller, forget your fears ' 
and toils, and unite with your unworthy Fanny, in ad- 
miring the riches of redeeming blood, and the wonders of 
a wonder working God. If we are in Jesus, we arc 
bound to a happier world, where the heart shall never 
beat but with joy and rapture, where the voice shall 
never sound but with songs of bliss, where the counte- 
nance shall never appear but with ineffable beauty and 
splendour, where the feet shall never walk but on tht 
crystal pavement of heaven. There the weary pilgrim 
rests from his labours, at an eternal remove from all the 
inquietudes of this mortal life, and all the varied change 
of this chequered scene. No fear rises in his bosom, no 
tear trickles in his eye ; for all the powers and faculties of 
his nature are so many avenues of delight. Wherefore 
we will " comfort one another with these words," 

But who purchased all this felicity ? Who opened the , 
door of heaven, which the apostacy of man had barred? 
Let Calvary speak. On the cross erected there, hangs, j 
suspended between heaven and earth, the Lord of glo- 
ry, bleeding, groaning, dying ! Ye daughters of Je- 
rusalem, well might ye weep at a scene so unparallel- 
ed and so tragical ! Well might the sun withdraw his 
beams, when his Maker languished in the sleep of death I 
From that cross, trembling with agony, and covered with 
blood, salvation smiles on guilty man ; and the light of 
heaven beams resplendent on a dying world. Jesus I 
name divinely sweet ! let the shining seraphs above sound 
it through the realms of bliss, and set it to every golden 
harp. Let mortals catch the fire, and tune their feebler 
voices to celebrate its praise. Let it be our glory and cue 
boast, entwined around our hearts, and more grateful to 
our ears than the sound of music. O that my heart were 
of flesh; that it might burn m\\v\oNfe toA. ^gra&VaAt, wi 
melt with holy compunction au^\^t\\xe\i\X^.^\wi, "^fc 
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ah ! its adamantine hardness causes me many a bitter sigh 
and falling tear, and often clouds my brow with gloom. 
But I will still rejoice, my dear friend, that I know who 
can soften it ; that Jesus is exalted to give repentance and 
remission of sins ; and that the blood, which once burst 
from his sacred body, and has washed away mountains 
and mountains of iniquities, still retains its powerful effi- 
cacy. When you are looking to him, do not forget me. 
Entreat of him to clothe me with humility, and satisfy 
my hungering, thirsting, fainting soul with righteousness. 
He fills the poor with good things, while he sends the rich 
empty away. They that wait on him shall renew their 
strength ; and he will manifest his power in their weak- 
ness, guide them by his Spirit, perform all the works for 
them and in them, and at length receive them to his 
heavenly rest, &c. 

JOURNAL, 1813. 

Nov. 8. Since I last wrote, my very greatly and justly 
beloved Mrs Francis has reached her wished-for home. 
Through months of pain and weakness, I witnessed her 
patience, resignation and serenity, and listened to an 
unreserved disclosure of her trembling fears, her joyful 
hopes, and heavenly prospects. My familiar intercourse 
with her during her sickness, endeared her to my heart, 
and gave me a lively idea of her Christian attainments 
almost unknown before. 1 conceive her to have been 
eminently meek, humble, and benevolent ; one that made 
conscience of duty, and lived devoted to God in sweet 
retirement. Ah ! how often have I grasped her feeble 
hand, gazed mournfully on her languid countenance ; 
while her eyes, full of animation, indicated her attention 
to every observation, and also the tranquillity and peace 
of her mind, his done; cruel death ta& «£K>atak\&a> 
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commission, has torn her from all earthly ties, and borne 
her to her Saviour and her God. I cannot forget to 
cherish her dying words, and prize as a treasure the fa- 
miliarity with which she favoured me; and, if I was a 
mean of affording her one gleam of comfort and support, 
I value it more than rubies ; and let all the glory ascend 
to God. 



LETTER TO MISS N. J. OF BEVERLY. 

Beverly, Nov. 1819. Monday 
It is with a trembling heart, and emotions almost on* 
known before, that I now accost you, my dear Natty 
And O that I had the pen of a ready writer, to give yoa 
a faint transcript of my feelings ; but to express them 
adequately, is a task not to be executed. 

Does it not animate you to hear of the prosperity of 
Zion, and the advancement of the Redeemer's kingdom? 
Would it not cause your heart to beat with joy to see 
careless souls, for which Emanuel bled and died, a- 
wakened to anxious concern, and solicitously inquiring, 
" What must I do to be saved ?" Then, my beloved friend, 
you will take a lively interest in what 1 am about tow- 
late ; you will share in my joy, in my hopes, and my 
fears. For some time past, those whom I have esteemed 
real Christians, have appeared to awake from their slum* 
bers, have had great desires for a revival of religion, and 
have felt in a greater degree the importance of earnest in- 
tercession at the throne of grace. A precious few (0 
were their number increased !) have witnessed, with deep 
concern, the " signs of the times," have sighed and cried 
for the abominations that abound, have lamented their 
past lukewarmness, and the general carelessness and 

stupidity of sinners ; and m season, wad oat of season, 

have importunately snpiftUc»taA 
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pint. This is encouraging ; but I ardently wished that 
ley felt more impressed with these things, that they 
ere incessant and indefatigable in pleading with a pray- 
•-hearing and prayer-answering God* 

Three or four females, who for years have had partial 
mvictions, and felt from time to time the inestimable 
orth of their immortal souls, and the necessity of a 
lange of heart, have evidently become more seriously 
□pressed. Their countenances discover the anguish of 
leir hearts ; and they wonder at their past indifference 
ad unconcern. One of these 1 conversed with last even-* 
ig. I inquired tenderly how she felt ? " O," answered 
be, " I cannot tell you how I feel ; — I feel dreadful wick- 
i M She then told me, what indeed I knew before, that 
umy years ago she had awakenings and convictions ; 
iat they terminated in comfort ; but that her life had 
een such since, that she must admit the conclusion, that 
lie was an entire stranger to experimental piety. O 
wild she have the feelings and the exercises of some, she 
iought she should have hope. I asked if she had lived 
ithout prayer ? She readily rejoined, " O yes, I have ; 
ad, as I know what you say to be true, that Christians 
o love prayer, &c. that makes me think that I never had 
ue religion. I have grieved the Holy Spirit by my 
tacliment to the world." She said much more to the 
me purport ; but as I had not satisfactory evidence 
her being renewed, I did not dare to administer con- 
lation. So after expatiating on the vast importance of 
ing created anew in Christ Jesus, bringing into view 
me distinguishing marks, by which she might try her- 
If, &c. I took my leave. Her daughter, once volatile 
d stupid, is much distressed. Her flowing tears and 
wing sighs, evince the grief that dwells within. I 
ve frequent interviews with her ; bw\. Y tax Ytst wwl- 
Srans are merely legaL She feels no o^ite \» 
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and the peculiar doctrines of the gospel ; has t 
if any, view of the horrid nature of sin, and the c 
wickedness of her heart ; but feels that her sot 
cious, that it is her duty to love and serve God, 
Christian. I always endeavour to represent, as 
as possible, her awful state by nature, her expose 
the wrath of God, her aggravated guilt, the im 
of immediate repentance, and application to the 
Christ, the realities of the invisible world, &c. 
suppose, would be for healing the sore. But is it 
per to fix, if possible, a sense of sin on her coi 
and increase her convictions ? I feel that I am 
as a beast ; but I would not for the world cry ' 
peace," where God has not spoken it. O pray 
that I may have an insight into the complicated w 
and shiftings of the human heart, and an acqut 
with spiritual experiences, that I may be qua 
speak a word in season to the various cases I me 
but especially that, after addressing others on th 
subject, I myself may not be a castaway. 

Wednesday Morn. Nothing more special, 1 
Nancy* We had a meeting last eve, in which s 
and solemnity prevaild . Respecting a reformati 
and hope alternately agitate my breast ; though i 
rejoice that the Lord reigns, that the residue of th 
is with him, and that he has a sovereign right to 
out, when and where he pleases. O that he woul 
bare his potent arm here, and get himself a grea 
by the triumphs of his grace and displays of his 
that we might see his goings forth among us, con* 
and to conquer. 

Accept, dear Nancy, these hasty lines. Pray 
Fray for unworthy me. Yours in love, &c. 
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LETTER TO MISS C. G. OF BRADFORD. 

Beverly, Dec. 27, 1815. 

My Dear Charlotte, 

As far back as my memory can trace, things in this 
place never appeared more favourable in religious con* 
cerns, than at the present critical important period. A few 
dear precious souls for a number of weeks have realized 
the necessity of awaking from sleep, and using every ef- 
fort for a revival ; have mourned tenderly over the 
coldness and stupidity that prevails, and at the throne 
of grace have been ardent and importunate that God 
would appear to build up Zion. A female prayer-meeting 
has been recently formed, which I consider peculiarly 
auspicious to the cause of that God who heaceth prayer. 
This meeting is attended weekly, and consists of seven 
in number. The two we have already had were precious 
indeed. We hope it will meet with the approbation, of 
God, and be taken under his smiling protection. 

The Spirit is evidently striving with many souls, con* 
vincing them of their lost and wretched state by nature, 
and the necessity of a renewal of their hearts. A few are 
more deeply awakened and alarmed, fearing their sins are 
too numerous and great to be forgiven, that there is no 
mercy for them ; and in their countenances are depicted 
the grief, sorrow, and distress that rend their hearts. 
One young man is hopefully liberated from the bondage 
of sin and Satan, and goes on his way rejoicing. I had 
a number of interviews with him, while under conviction 
and have also heard him relate what God has done for his 
soul. I might detail his conversation, and answers to my 
interrogations, did time permit. He expresses wonder 
and astonishment at his past careless and wicked life*. 
and at the forbearance and mercy of Go&, «xA h^bni* 
Med with a sense of the odious nature ot am, «fc 
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dent d ft; ire to honour and glorify his Maker. If his 
language is, as I hope, an undisguised representation of 
his feelings, he must have passed from death unto life. 
And where is the benevolent heart that does not over- 
flow with joy ? How sweet to behold the weary wanderer, 
harassed with fears, and burdened with woe, finding an 
asylum in the ark of safety, and directing his eyes to the 
blood-stained cross ! How delightful to see a returning 
prodigal added to the little band of Christian pilgrims, 
steering their upward course to Zion's heavenly hill. But 
O what must it be when heaven shall resound with 
louder strains of joy over nations born in a day -millions 
of happy beings ushered from darkness to light, bloom- 
ing in all the beauties of holiness, and singing the praises 
of their beloved Redeemer ! The saddened heart, bleed- 
ing over the sins and miseries of mortals, loves to look 
down the stream of time, and hail the salvation of a dy- 
ing world ;— behold this vale of tears, this barren desart, 
transformed into a beauteous Paradise of love and joy, 
smiling in all the light of heaven, and reflecting the im- 
age of Emanuel. Yours affectionately, &c. 

XOTE TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY. 

Dec. 30, 1813. O my dear Betsy, do you know what 
trouble is ? Your Fanny knows by painful, incessant ex- 
perience. My deafness is peculiarly trying ; the more so, 
as I long to fly to the abodes of penury, sickness, and 
affliction. Will you not do it for me ? Go then* and con- 
sole the wretched, warn the stupid sinner, and relieve 
the indigent. Can we say we have nothing to give? 
Can we not curtail our expences ? Can we not lop off some 
superfluity of dress ? Can we not, with our own hands, 
make garments for the poor* Axv& cmi ^^\,\sk 
their Aands some tracts r We can Vvni vV* 
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perous, the influential. And can we not visit, counsel, 
instruct, admonish, and assist the poor and the needy ? 
My friend, do not be displeased with my freedom. I 
speak to myself also. I feel my own guilt. 1 feel that 
I have been too negligent ; and yet I am in a manner in- 
capacitated. The wants of the poor are imperious and. 
numerous. A certain delicacy prevents many from com- 
plaining to others, when they need help. Shall we in- 
dulge in the comforts ' and perhaps the luxuries of life,, 
and other dear fellow-creatures be destitute of the neces- 
saries ? True, the wealth of Peru is not ours ; and per- 
haps there is little we can call our own. But have we 
not two mites we can throw in ? and if we are faithful in 
that which is little, may not a bounteous Providence 1 
bless us with more. 

O that we could be ready to every good word and 
work. It is but a short winter's day, comparatively: 
speaking, that we have to spend on earth. Opportuni- 
ties to do good daily occur, and soon they will be over 
for ever. Let us then improve them without delay. "Be 
ye stedfast, immoveable, always abounding in the work of 
the Lord." I long to see you. Yours in love, &c. 1 

JOURNAL, 1813:. 

Dec. 31. Arrived at the last day of another year, T 
pensively resume my pen to write. My hand is not yet 
mouldering in the dust, nor my heart still in death,, 
though the time is near when this will be the case. 
Yes, I feel eternity to be near ; the bar of God in view,' 
and death advancing with speedy step. The world sinks' 
in my esteem as less than nothing, unworthy to occupy a' 
tenons thought; while Christ appears mote 

amiable, bis cross dearer to my heart, axA, 

Jerusalem more precious and desirable. 
t3 
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The year which will soon close has been marked with 
goodness and mercy from above ; but on my part stained 
with innumerable sins. " Streams of mercy ever flowing, 
call for songs of loudest praise." In connexion with those 
great spiritual blessings which ought ever to warm the 
Christian's heart, I have been the recipient of thousands 
of favours, which my pen fails adequately to record. My ^ 
hearing has been of late very clear, and my health un- . 
commonly good ; so that I have sat under the droppings 
of the sanctuary with sweet delight, and heard many pre- 
cious discourses from the legates of the skies ; and, I 
trust, not altogether in vain. I have had large additions 
to the cheering boon of friendship, the zest of mortal life, 
in whose society and correspondence I have oft times 
found a solace to my aching heart, and light and direc- 
tion to my .wayward feet. I have had many religious 
privileges, particularly have attended many female meet- 
ings, and on the social altar of prayer and praise have 
had devotional fire inflamed, and felt my heart to burn 
within me. A weekly female meeting, through the good 
hand of God, is established in this place for the purposes 
of prayer, reading the scriptures, and religious conversa- 
tion ; and it is in a fair way to prosper. May the Lord 
have it in his holy keeping, and prosper it abundantly 
with his blessing, and make it a mean of advancing his 
glory. May every member of it be a member of his 
spiritual kingdom, be endued with a spirit of prayer, have 
liberty of utterance, and sweet access to God within the 
veil, and be prepared to praise him in the upper regions 
of endless bliss. May all our hearts be knit together by 
the blood of sprinkling ; and, when we rest together in 
the dust, may all our spirits meet and mingle in the 
prsdsea and adorations of the taweifty Vfch&ve 
sUso frequent evening lectures, «a tSMftaos** twjs^ 
ipg preacher; and several caxdaaa suaaas** wfcssak 
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very seriously impressed. And above all, two or 
i have been hopefully brought into the kingdom of 
Jt, and raised from death unto life. Our prospects 
reformation are very encouraging, and, I hope, will 
e blasted. O may the Lord appear in his glory, to 
up Zion in these troublous times, revive his blessed 
, and bring glory and honour to his great name, 
he tenderly commisserate this afflicted church, ap- 
mercifully in her behalf, and make her a rejoicing, 
ler people a joy. 

e. Well, we have had another little female meet- 
ind found it good. And now perhaps, I am about 
fle the last year of my mortal life. Be it so, if the 
that are taken from the usual term of life, may be 
1 to a happy eternit}'. In that case, come Lord 
i, and receive my spirit. 

n. 1, 1814. I have entered on a new year; so 
millions, whose eyes will be closed in the sleep of 
i before its close. Who are the victims, is known 
to Omniscience ; but may I not be included in the 
>er ? Dear Lord, if it is enrolled in the book of thy 
es of me, " This year thou shalt die." O wilt thou 
Dusly fit me for the event ? Enable me to gird up 
>ins of my mind, to grow in grace, and ripen for 
elestial world. O grant me a meetness for glory ! 
Lord, if I should be spared this year, or a part of 
> not let me spend it in sin and uselessness, but in thy 
ce, in glorifying thee, and finishing the work thou 
given me to do. O let large measures of grace be 
lunicated to me, that I may be filled from thy ful- 
and glorify thee more. O wilt thou lead me, in- 
t me, and keep me in the way wherein I should go, 
hrow light upon thy sacred word, XtaX Vt» xut^X* 
sr than honey or the honey comb. 
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LETTER TO MISS H. B. OF FBANCISTOWK. 

Beverly, Jan. 1814 

Mr Dear, Dear Huldah, 

We have had one short interview ; and we shall soon 
have another, if not in time, vet in eternity. Yes, I 
look forward beyond the narrow bounds of mortality, be* 
yond the short standing of this earthly globe, to that vast 
unutterable period, when the sound of the last trump 
shall penetrate the silent mansions of the dead, and sum* 
mon the sleeping nations to the bar of Jehovah. O that 
we may then lift up our heads with joy, and the sen- 
tence, " Well done, good and faithful servant,** salute oar 
ears. 

But have we good evidence that our names are writ- 
ten in the fair volume of the book of life, and that we 
are hastening to that rest which remains for the people 
of God ? Alas ! for myself I have reason to question) 
whether Christ is formed in me, and I belong to his lit* 
tie family. Can I be a child of God, and possess such s 
hard and rocky heart, such a stubborn 'and rebellious 
will, such wayward and unholy passions ? Can I be one 
of his peculiar people, created in Christ Jesus unto good 
works, while I exhibit so little of the meekness, self-de- 
nial, heavenly mindedness, crucifixion to the world, pa- 
tience, love, humility, and devotion, so much inculcated 
in the scriptures of truth ? Indeed I am at times almost 
ready to give up all hope of having passed from death 
unto life, and sit down in disconsolate wretchedness, des- 
pairing of heaven. But then again a gleam of comfort 
disperses the thick darkness, new strength seems to be 
afforded, and I arise from the dust, and run the good 
ways of the Lord. 
Tuesday. Religious apiDearaaces, fro ^«rj fscv^os^ 
m n this place, and excite via to Yio^ i8afcW&^*w» 
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to build up Jerusalem. Since the serious attention com- 
menced, four have hopefully been made the happy sub- 
jects of regenerating grace ; three are now under deep 
conviction, and a number more solemnly impressed. 
One young lady has been in very pungent distress for 
some days, and her sighs and groans, and melancholy 
countenance, are enough to affect any beholder. I made 
her a short visit this morning, and inquired whether she 
had any new views or feelings. " O no," said she, " I 
am almost perfectly stupid, and fear I am given over to 
hardness of heart ; and that there is no mercy for me." 
I asked her if she could not surrender herself into the 
arms of Jesus, and let him take possession of her heart ? 
" Till I do it/ answered she, " I shall never be happy. 
But I am so wicked that I cannot do it, nor repent, nor 
believe." She said much more; and in all expressed a 
deep sense of the evil of sin, and great views of her own 
wickedness, and the justice of God, should he cast her 
off forever. I hope the Lord will do great things for us, 
and glorify himself in building up Zion, and turning sin- 
ners to himself. 

I earnestly request you to write as soon as possible a 
long letter, and tell me all your heart. I must bid yon 
an affectionate adieu, &c. 



LETTER TO MISS N. W. OF BOSTON. 

Beverly, Feb 7, l&H. 
My Dear and Estimable Frienjv 

I know you are a very strong advocate for female 
prayer-meetings : and when you learn that we have form* 
ed one in this place, I think your grateful praises will as- 
cend in unison with mine to the giver of every good and 
perfect gift; and your ardent prayers for \\& 
prosperity. Yes, my dear friend, I hove xtofc W^v 
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felt pleasure and benign privilege of mingling with kind* 
red souls, and encircling the social altar of devotion, while 
Jehovah bends his ear, and Emanuel vouchsafes his 
presence. O tliat our united supplications may reach the 
court of heaven ; and in gracious answer, mercies, large 
and perennial descend upon our guilty globe. Soon after 
you left us, feeling very sensibly the importance of this 
measure, I determined to make one vigorous effort, and 
if I did not succeed, to give up entirely. But the finger 
of the Lord was apparent. Obstacles, before deemed in* 
superable, were easily overcome ; and difficulties vanished. 
The dear evening was appointed. Five of us met in love, 
and all called on a prayer-bearing God ; some drops re- 
freshed our trembling souls, and the pilgrim's place of 
sweet recess was consecrated a Bethel. 

We at first agreed that all should verbally take a part, 
thinking it conducive to freedom. But after a number 
of weeks, some of the sisters of the church desiring to 
meet with us, and not agreeing with us in this point, we 
reluctantly submitted to their wishes; and though wo 
have double the number, yet we have not had that unre- 
served enlargement and engagedness, excepting one or 
two evenings. 

I have been thus particular, because I conclude it will 
gratify the heart of my friend. You will be anxious to 
know something relative to the revival. Many are un- 
der serious impressions, and five or six have, it is hoped, 
forsaken the gilded vanities and fancied joys of earth; for 
pleasures, pure in their nature, and endless in duration. 
Their feet, sinking in the miry clay of sin, and travelling 
swiftly the broad frequented road to the gulf of perdi- 
tion, have been turned into the strait and narrow path 
which conducts to regions above* Their eyes glisten 
with sweet delight, their sm\\\n£ co>\Y\V«s\&xisfc& wre, wvW 
dex to what passes within, and thevc \vtf* c^timte 
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praises of Emanuel. We do hope that the Spirit is yet mov- 
ing, and that we shall see still greater things than these ! 
For this, let every Christian frequent the throne of grace. 
Indeed we have much need of a reformation. O for the 
out-pouring of the Spirit, plenteous floods of righteous- 
ness to water the church and the world, to gladden the 
hearts of the pious, and bring glory and honour to God. 
O what a glorious day have we in prospect, a day which 
shall call a dying world to life, and shed light and salva- 
tion on regions enveloped in the shadow of death. Rap- 
turous hosannas shall roll across the oceans, and warble 
sweetly in every desart wild. From the lowly hut of the 
Hottentot, praises shall ascend to the lovely Babe of 
Bethlehem. All heaven joyfully looks down on our hap- 
py globe, and tunes anew its golden harps to the wonders 
of redeeming love. 

Pray for me, my dear Miss W. and may Jesus bless 
your soul abundantly. Yours, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS B. P. OF DANVERS. 

Beverly, Feb. 7 or 8, 1814. 
I reabily join with you my dear Betsy, in placing 
" secret devotion among our principal duties," and think 
no one has any reason to conclude he is a Christian, if he 
lives in the omission of this duty, or performs it habitu- 
ally in a cold and formal manner; I say habitually; for 
alas I eminent believers are too often languid and luke- 
warm. They enter their closets, and shut the door, but 
their hearts are glued to this world. They assume the 
humble posture of devout supplicants ; but they are weary 
of being continually beggars, and secretly wish they had 
something to recommend them to the favour of the Most 
High. They look towards Heaven, and call on the great 
and glorious Eternal ; but their V\em 
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almost bounded by things that are seen ; their thougbti 
wandering on forbidden objects, and a thousand vain and 
foolish chimeras crowd upon their minds, till in hurry 
and distraction they willing)}' conclude. After such t 
heartless prayer, ought not, must not, compunction, self- 
abasement, and contrition, penetrate the cold breast, and 
cause it to heave with the most painful emotions ? And 
when access and enlargement again smile on the mourn- 
ing soul, how delightfully will he love, and praise, and 
admire ! how carefully will he guard every avenue to his 
heart ! how rigorously repel temptation ! how earnestly 
watch and pray lest he offend his God, and bring lean- 
ness and darkness into his soul. 

I am more than ever convinced of the utility of impor* 
tunate, frequent prayer. What God greciously does in 
answer to the cries of his children, will never be known, 
till the judgment-day brings hidden tilings to light, and 
discloses the immutable plans, purposes, and procedures 
of Him, who is " wonderful in counsel, and excellent in 
working." Were it not for the sweet incense which con- 
tinually ascends to Heaven from the bosom of the Chris- 
tian, sinners would instantly sink into the pit of perdition, 
and the world be wrapt in flaming ruins. Invaluably 
precious are all whose pious breath perfumes our guilty 
globe ; and soaring beyond the skies, sheds blooming 
beauties and immortal blessings on this waste howling 
valley of tears. How much may we benefit our beloved 
friends in this way. Unknown to them, and unobserved 
by mortal eye, we may increase their pious joy. If they 
are oppressed with darkness and affliction, we may wipe 
the tear of sorrow from their eyes, and cause their bleed- 
ing bosoms to realize the heavenly peace and immortal 
comforts which Emanuel bestows. O why are we not 
more intimately acquainted witfci foe duty of 

intercession for others? and wYvy wre n** toa. 
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y familiar with a throne of grace ? Communion with 
God, how ineffably delightful, how unspeakably honour- 
able ! It is one of the most precious drops of heaven, that 
i>edews this dry and distant land,— the lenient soother of 
care, — the mighty " solace of immense distress." It 
gives a rich zest to all the numerous blessings and enjoy- 
ments of life. O what an import do these words convey, 
" Our fellowship is with the Father, and his Son Jesus 
Christ r 

May divine grace animate my dear Betsy, and enable 
her to imbue the tender minds of her young pupils with 
useful knowledge and true piety. 

Respects to your mother, love to your sister, with a 
large share of affection to yourself. Write, my dear 
friend, soon to your obliged unworthy friend, &c. 

LETTER TO MRS M. C. OF MARBLEHEAD. 

Beverly, Feb. 12, 1814. 
My dear and venerable Mrs C. 

Mr B. requests me to write a few lines to you, alleging 
it will give you satisfaction ; and though I should esteem 
it a favour to conduce to your enjoyment in any way, 
yet I am loth to believe I can effect it by my pen. 

Standing, as you do, on the brink of Jordan, in daily 
expectation of the summons to pass over, I trust you have 
good evidence of your title to an inheritance in the Ca- 
naan beyond, and faith to espy its blessedness and glories* 
You witness a good old age, and goodness and mercy 
have attended you to the present moment. Yet when 
you look back, and behold how swiftly your life has pass- 
ed, and how chequered with difficulties, fears, and troubles, 
I doubt not but you can readily adopt the language of 
the patriarch, " Few and evil have the days of the years 
of my life been." Happy is it for l\ve 

u 
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is not always to wander in this dark and inhospitable 
wilderness, exposed to enemies, snares, and dangers, and 
far from the God he loves. No ; his time of trial and 
probation is short, and, as he lives a stranger and a pil- 
grim here, so, when the shadows of the evening draw 
over him, and his sun sinks to rest, his happy spirit shall 
find that better land, where God, and saints, and angels 
dwell. There he rests from his labours, from all his con- 
flicts, trials, and sorrows, and, leaning on the bosom of 
Jesus, finds eternal repose and everlasting peace. No, 
subtle temper, no ensnaring world, no wicked heart to 
trouble and oppress him. These he left with his expir- ' 
ing breath, and bade them a delightful and endless adieu. 
Holiness and happiness possess his enlarged soul, and ! 
faith, changed into vision, beholds the glories of Deity, 
while songs of immortal praise dwell on his tongue. He 
stands complete in Christ his Saviour ; and love, joy, gra- 
titude, and hallelujahs shall form his blest employ, last- 
ing as eternity. 

It is good, my dear friend, to look beyond this vale of 
tears into that glorious rest that remains for the people 
of God. The prospect of this cheers us in this distant 
land, and sweetens our wearisome pilgrimage below. It 
is this that enlightens the night of adversity, and poun 
consolation into the sufferer's cup, while it strengthens the 
fainting traveller by pointing to his eternal home. This 
has oft raised my spirits sinking with grief, and eased 
my heart oppressed with fear. But I frequently question 
whether this hope is not the hope of the hypocrite, which 
shall perish when God takes away the soul ;— a hope, which 
takes the comfort of the promises, while it overlooks the 
conditions. I know it is a great thing to be a humble 
follower of the Lamb, to have Christ formed in the soul, 
the evil dispositions andlusXs su>a&\tf&V} ^^YdsM* 
unstamped on the heart, *dA • 
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doubtless, thousands ruin their immortal souls by think- 
ing they are something, when they are nothing ; contented 
with a name to live, while they are dead ; deceiving them- 
selves by some refuge of lies, and yet vainly imagining 
they are going to heaven. But O how great will be their 
astonishment, consternation, and misery, when death un- 
deceives them, and opens their eyes, not in the bright 
regions of glory, but in the yawning gulf of black despair ! 
O if I should be deceived, and go blindfolded to hell,, 
while my hopes of heaven are firm and bright, how dread- 
ful will be my condemnation, how aggravated my doom L 
But while J see myself a vile and guilty sinner, I see 
likewise that Christ is just such a Saviour as my perish- 
ing soul stands in need of, every way fit, excellent, and 
glorious. Oh" the cross, all stained with hallowed blood,'* 
hangs my hope, my refuge, my only sure support against 
despair. Jesus ! precious, soul-refreshing, life-giving name I 
Let it be sweeter than the sound of music to our ears, 
and invaluably dear to our sin -sick hearts. Christ, £- 
manuel, is the only Physician of the wounded conscience,, 
the only passport to the favour of God, and the only way 
to eternal life* O may we be allured and captivated by 
his transporting beauties and heavenly charms, and be 
favoured abundantly with the soft whispers of his love 
and grace ! May you, my dear and amiable friend, ex- 
perience more and more the riches of his mercy and good- 
ness, and sitting daily at his feet with Mary of old, find 
his fruit sweet to your taste, and his presence and smiles 
your song and your solace in the house of your pilgrim- 
age. . May your declining days glide sweetly and se- 
renely away, filled with usefulness, duty, and happiness. 
May death advance, stript of his terrors, as a welcome 
messenger to convey you home ; and while his cold hand, 
presses on your furrowed cheek, may yo\ix mwercc&&\* 
gilded with the bright rays of the S\m n^muraon* 
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and reflect the joys and glories of heaven. And when 
your parting spirit wings its upward flight, may it be in- 
troduced into the glorious regions of immortality and bliss, 
to unite with the company of the redeemed in one har- 
monious and endless song of praise to the Lamb. To 
these ardent breathings of my heart, I think you will add, 
Amen. Even so be it, thou lovely Emanuel ! 

Please to let me have respectful and affectionate re- 
memberance to your daughter and grand-daughters, with 
wishes for a visit from them. - If you can gain another 
hand to write, why cannot you send me some advice and 
instruction ? Ever in your best moments pray for your 
unworthy Fanny ; and accept this as a small testimony 
of her friendship, and wish to oblige. 

NOTE TO MBS H. P. OF BRADFORD, THEN AT BEVERLY. 

Sabbath Eve, 1814, 
You seem, my dear Mrs P. exceedingly distressed with 
a view of your sinfulness ; and though I am far, very far 
from that knowledge of my heart, and that acquaintance 
with the evil of sin you appear to possess, yet I thinfc 
for this painful discovery you ought to be thankful. Will 
not your heart always be wicked in this world ? And do 
you not daily pray for greater sight of its vileness ? And 
could you have any evidence you had repentep of sin, 
unless you had seen its turpitude and malice ? Rejoice 
then evermore. The religion of Jesus, though it involves 
trials, crosses, and conflicts, unpleasant and far from 
small, is yet a happy religion, and brings with it present 
enjoyment. Do let us seek for a little of heaven by the 
way. Let our souls anchor on the only sure foundation ; 
and then let Satan rage and threaten, let the globe shake 
to its very centre, and " the wce&L T^vst^wA the 
crush of worlds'* cover the V\cY<& wftv ^Ws* «k 
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despair, our peace and joy shall remain firm, and smiling 
serenity shall calm our bosoms. Well, Satan has not 
long to reign ; and though he devours whom he may, yet 
not whom he would. May you lift up your standard 
against him, and find your Captain helping you to fight, 
and may shouts of victory,-*— victory through him, soon 
fall from our lips. 

In your best moments supplicate for your obliged, 



KOTE TO MBS H. P. OF BRADFORD, THEN AT 
BEVERLY. 

After the hurry and toil of the day, I hail a retired 
moment in my dear chamber, to unfold my feelings to* 
my beloved sister, and affectionate fellow traveller. If 
you wish to know how my mind has been employed to- 
day,, I can tell you, much as usual*; on the state of religi- 
on here, and the awful coldness of those who have pro- 
fessed to have union to our dear Lord Jesus. I could' 
weep when I think of the divine injunction, " Be not con* 
formed to thte world, but be ye transformed by the re- 
newing of your minds," and almost question whether the 
eye of the formal professor ever met it. I am decidedly 
of opinion, that the check of this revival is to be ascribed- 
in & great degree to those who proclaim themselves Zion's 
friends ; and if I be the accursed Achan, alas 1 my heart 
trembles ! I would not for worlds be a mean of retarding 
this blessed work.; but alas ! I have reason to fear ! O' 
my friend, what shall we do at this critical moment ? I 
long to see Christians take a decided, bold, and consist- 
ent stand on the Lord's side, and let others see the wide 
difference between them and the frozen hearted formal- 
ist- When, the Lord shall come to search Jerusalem 
with candles, how many will be &\sc*mxe&Ao\& 
on their lees, and at ease in Zion) ¥otu&&atA 

v 3 
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ready you will vigorously seek to be prepared ftr a low- 
ly bed by my side in kindred dust ; that believing in Him 
who is the resurrection and the life, you may confidently 
look back to the radiant climes of transcendant glory, 
where the righteous « rest from their labours.* 9 

O my soul, art thou ready for the assault of death? 
Canst thou meet this grim messenger unappalled, and 
leave thy companion beneath the footsteps of thy fellow 
mortals, unheeded by the thoughtless traveller ? How, 
O how canst thou meet this mighty conqueror, and sub* 
mit to his strange and freezing operations ? Canst thou 
pass his territories with cheerful step, buoyed up with the 
prospect of the rich field of bliss that smiles beyond, and 
greets thy closing eye ? Say, my soul, art thou prepared 
to meet thy God — to stand the dread decision of the 
last great day — to see thy Judge assume his awful seat, 
and award the retributions of eternity ? My God, fit me 
for these momentous scenes ; hide me in thy pavilion; 
shelter me beneath thy wings ; and sprinkle my soul with 
the rich blood that stained the cross of Calvary ; that I 
may meet all these tremendous realities with that tran- 
quil peace of mind, which, no hypocrite ever attains, no 
worlds of dying pleasures ever bestow, no legions of in* 
fernal spirits take away, no length of ages impair. 
graciously grant me thy glorious perfections for my feast, 
thy almighty bosom for my rest, thy praise for my em- 
ployment, thy heaven my home, and eternity the duration 
ofalll 

Be pleased to shed upon me the riches of thy grace ; 
fill my heart with the fervours of holy love, and abase 
every high imagination before thee into nothing. I be- 
seech thee, suitably to humble me at thy feet, and never 
let my conduct or my temper be unbecoming. In spite- 
of what a flattering world ifta^ a*^, mwjAw* 
low opinion of my best acttaaa «A r*^»^ 



ef Miss Fanny Woodbury. 245 

them all unworthy the notice of thy pure eyes, and far 
below what ought to come from one so in debt to thee, 
and so highly favoured. O wilt thou favour me with 
the most self-abasing views of myself, and with the most 
deep and abiding sense of my own utter helplessness, 
vileness, and nothingness ; that whenever 1 approach thy 
mercy seat, it may be as an impotent beggar, craving a 
crumb of mere undeserved mercy. I beseech thee at 
this critical period, when the voice of adulation sounds 
in my ears,* and so many things concur to inflate my 
proud heart, O I entreat thee to subdue every self-exalt- 
ing thought, and clothe me with the lowly graces of the 
Spirit. And wilt thou bless the weak efforts of my pen, 
to the awakening of Christless sinners, and to the com- 
fort and benefit of thy humble followers ? O make me an 
instrument of good in the world, a blessing to some pre- 
cious souls, that I may not be a worthless cypher in 
creation* 



LETTER TO MISS C. T. OF BEVERLY, 

Beverly, April 10, 1814, 
My dear, dear Clarissa, 

, As I highly appreciate your friendship and correspon- 
dence, and ardently wish their continuance, I should e- 
steem it a privilege to address you in the epistolary way, 
could the productions of my pen add in the least degree 
to your edification and felicity. But, filled as I am with 
a sense of my weakness and insufficiency, I still know 
and rejoice that the Lord can bless the weakest means 
to the advancement of his cause, and the glory of his 



• It is probable she here refers to what was said in favour of a 
letter of hem, which was published in the Panoplist the preceding 
Pebnmrv. 
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name ; and to him may we look for a benediction upoa 
oar mutual communications, that we may be helpers of 
each other's joy and spiritual good. 

Our wishful eyes seem already to greet the glimmering 
dawn of the latter day glory, and with hearts beating 
high with wondering expectations*, we look forward to its 
meridian splendour. Glorious period ! big with events 
beyond the narrow ken of worms* bringing an immense 
revenue of praise and glory to the Most* High* and issu- 
ing in the everlasting felicity and excellency of innumer- 
able intelligences ; events which shall attract the admir- 
ing attention of all the celestial spirits* and cause them, 
to celebrate in higher strains the mighty displays of all* 
conquering grace* Yes* my dear sister* this apostate 
earth is to be reclaimed by the power of Emanuel* and 
constrained to bow in meek homage at his feet. Though 
now it is the scene of wide spread wretchedness*, misery* 
and sin; convulsed to its centre with desolating judgments; 
a Golgotha* covered with the skulls* and crimsoned with 
the blood of slaughtered millions yet ere long it shall be 
filled with the rising glory of our God* and* decked in 
righteousness* peace* and holiness* shall reflect the image! 
and taste the joys of a fairer clime. 

We have pitied and prayed for the millions and millions 
of our immortal race* whose eyes have never grided over 
the page of eternal truth ; whose ears have never listened 
to the messages of heaven* who are perishing for lack of 
vision. We have hung in anguish over the dying pagan, 
and beheld him pass the dread gulf that separates time 
from eternity. To him the dark valley is not illumined 
with a single ray of , light; and gloom impenetrable rests 
upon the grave. He sinks into the icy arms of death ; 
but no light from heaven cheers his desponding souL Our 
hearts have ached for the youthful widow* wrapt in the 
devouring flames* and for ttittaptar* tev*\&** <& 
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naut, submitting to the awful crush of the ponderous 
wheel. We have pitied the sable sons of Africa, torn 
from all that was dear in home, and friends, and native 
land, and burdened with the galling yoke of bondage. We 
have felt for the degraded Hottentots, wandering in the 
sandy desart, unmindful of a country flowing with better 
blessings than milk and honey. 

But these scenes and acts of cruelty, at which the bosom 
of humanity bleeds, shall ere long cease to exist. They 
shall be swept from the face of the earth, when the reli- 
gion of the cross shall cover all lands. Our God has de- 
clared,— and not one title of his word shall fail,— he has 
declared, that he will give his Son the heathen for his in- 
heritance, and the uttermost part* of the earth for his 
possession ; and that those who sit in darkness and the 
shadow of death, shall come to the light of religion, and 
triumph in the joys of his salvation. Ethiopia shall stretch 
out her hand unto God, and the wilderness shall bud and 
blossom as the rose, bearing on her gentle zephyrs songs 
of praise to the Prince of Peace. Yonder is the lowly hut 
of the Hottentot, smiling in peace and righteousness, and 
triumphing in the wonders which Calvary exhibits; 
while the sweet incense of prayer ascends to the court 
of heaven, and enters, the ears of the Eternal. 
The temples of superstition shall be consecrated to 
Jehovah, where his eyes and his heart shall be per- 
petually ; where shall stand the legates of the skies, 
upon whom admiring crowds shall gaze, breathing from 
their grateful hearts, rr How beautiful upon the moun- 
tains are the feet of him that bringeth goopVfcidings, that 
publisheth peace, that saith unto Zion, " Thy God reign- 
eth J" The glorious gospel of Christ shall travel to the 
remotest corners of our habitable globe, spreading life, 
light, and salvation, far as the curse e%x&iv&&» «cA 
retting the habitations of cruelty Va\.o ^ 
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righteousness, solitary desarts into fruitful fields, and 
the regions of darkness into a valley of vision. From 
the east, from the west, from the north, and from the 
south, shall come forth an illustrious army of Christian 
champions, ransomed from the ruins of sin and death, 
and elevated to the joys and pleasures that flow from a 
fairer clime. The warring nations, drinking into the 
sublime spirit of Christianity, shall drop their feuds and 
jealousies, and harmoniously become one in Christ, and 
wherever the sun sheds his genial rays, there shall the 
Son of Righteousness shine in glorious splendour, and get 
to himself honour and glory, the reward of his bleeding 
love. Hosannas to his name, sung by young men and 
maidens, old men and babes, in joyful concert, shall roll 
across the mighty waters, fill the forests with melody; 
and, soaring sweetly beyond the skies, shall increase the 
joys, and swell the chorus of heaven ! O my sister, view- 
ing this millennial morn only in perspective is enough to 
warm every benevolent heart, and dictate the fervent 
petition, 

44 Come, thou desire of nations, come, 

And, added to thy many crowns, receive yet one,— 

The crown of all the earth." 

Let our hearts glow with love to the Redeemer, and 
let his cross be all our glory. O may you be filled with 
his love, and know more and more the charms of his per- 
son, and beauty of his character. 

Adieu, my dear sister. May the friendship commenced 
in this vale of tears, be ere long transplanted to brighter 
regions, and realize the ardour and consummation of 
heaven. 

Pray that your Fanny may be emptied of self, and 
clothed with humility, that xxrc^ ^nw ra&ut her no- 
thingness and vileness, aud 
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*f that religion which ascribes all glory to God, and 
abases man to the lowest dust. 

May my Clara's bosom be the residence of peace and 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO MISS H. P. OF BRADFORD. 

Beverly, April, 1814. 
Shall we not, my sister, be willing to become fools for 
Christ's sake ? If we have the least degree of love to the 
man of sorrows, shall we not be willing to be counted the 
off- scouring of all things, to have our names cast out as 
evil, and loaded with contumely, ridicule, and reproach, 
that we may secure the favour of our God, and the sal- 
vation of our souls ? Surely we should esteem it an ho- 
nour to be conformed to our bleeding Lord in suffering ; 
knowing that it is enough for the disciple that he be as 
his Master. 

Friday eve. Well, my dear sister, we have had a pre« 
clous meeting — somewhat like that we had last week, 
and you were remembered with tender affection. These 
meetings must not come to nothing ; for I feel they are 
good. May we have a meeting soon, where sin and sor- 
row, parting and death, are no more forever. 

NOTE TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY. 

April, 23, 1814. Well, my dear Betsy, one more 
week is gone, and gone beyond recal. How has it been 
spent? O what are we doing? Friends drop,— gone to 
present their accounts,— to appear before their Judge,—* 
to enter their eternal habitations. We are following, fast 
as we can draw our heaving breaths, — fast as the flying 
moments whirl away. A very little while, and all the great 
and magnificent objects that now occupy this globe, will 
no more interest us, than the clouds \baX >iwv&u^i 
above our heads. A very little w\v\W, tiA \5&fc 

x 
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be to us as if it had never been ;— only the effects of 
what we have been and done in it will remain. A very 
little while, and these eyes shall see the Son of man 
riding triumphant in the clouds, these ears shall hear the 
shrill sound of the trump of God, and the awakening sen- 
tence, u Arise, ye dead, and come to judgment I" Behold 
the judgment scat in view ! The books are brought forth. 
Angels and saints rejoice ; devils and damned spirits 
mourn and despair. To those on the right hand are a- 
warded riches, honour, and glory, imperishable and eter- 
nal ; — to those on the left, the blackness of darkness for- 
ever, unmitigated by one gleam of hope. Shall we wit- 
ness,— shall we have an interest in these scenes ? Do we 
believe these things ? What ! and stupid, lukewarm, cold, 
and indifferent? O for a mite of Whitefield's zeal, to 
warm our frozen souls. Yours in love, &c. 

journal, 1814. 

April 23. I have just formed this large book * for se- 
rious soliloquy, and have this moment given it the 
first touch of my pen. Perhaps it is reserved fur some 
abler hand to fill it, while mine is motionless beneath 
the earth, and mixes with its native dust. Possi- 
bly I may cover but a few pages, and then drop my peu 
forever. This may contain the last expression of my 
feelings, the last written breathings ef my soul, over 
which the affectionate eye of some dear surviving friend 
may rove, dropping one tear of fond remembrance and 
tender love. Yes, I mvstdie; 1 must die soon. To the 
chamber which has witnessed oft my bended knee, my 
solitary meditations, my grateful songs of praise, and my 
searching the sacred page— to this dear place 1 must bid 
the long farewell. To my books and to my pen, and to 



m Consisting of 1 12 pages, o£ wYucYi tfafc ^n«& \» «X wfcj YU 
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all the avocations relating to earth, I breathe a final and 
everlasting adieu. My friends, the loved, associates of 
my pilgrimage, the kind soothers of my cares and sor- 
rows, and the participants of my joys and pleasures, to 
you — O hew can I pronounce the parting word ?. Well, 
tiie separation will be short. If united in. Calvary's bleed* 
kig Lord, and sprinkled with sacred blood, our friendship, 
shall not expire with the larap of life, nor be buried with, 
our bodies in the dust. No ; as it was purchased by the 
dying agonies of Emanuel, and is the rich fruit of a 
fairer clime, so shall it outlive this passing world, survive* 
the conflagration of nature, the awful scenes of the last 
great day, and continue long as eternity shall roll its ages* 
h> shall flourish in all the purity and vigour of the New. 
Jerusalem- In yonder world of light may we meet ere 
long, no more to take the parting hand, nor sigh a last 
adieu. There may we greet each other's happy spirit ;. 
and filled with raptures of flaming love, together talk of 
all the way the Lord has led us, and congratulate each 
other's escape from all the hazards and perils of this state, 
of trial, and our safe landing on the peaceful shores of a. 
blissful immortality. There may we fall at the feet of 
heaven's adored King, and unite our songs of joy with 
the harmonious throng of angels and archangels, and all 
the numerous company of saved sinners around the 
throne ; while glory immortal shines in every counte- 
nance, and eternity is written on every joy. 

But who bought this amazing bliss, and confers it on- 
mortal worms? "I» even I," says the adorable Emanuel,. 
" with my agonizing sweat, my bursting sighs, my ex- 
piring groans, my vital bloodV' Ah ! this is the voice of 
my Beloved, and mournfully pleasant it sounds in my 
ears. Let me praise him. with all the energies of my 
touJ; for all lovely and glorious, he is infinitely worthy v 
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This afternoon 1 have been employed in looking over 
my first writings of this kind, and, imperfect as they 
are, I have reason to rejoice I have saved so much from 
the flames ; for they have been a mean of confirming my 
hope, and enlivening my feelings. It has often been a 
distressing fear with me, that my language has been that 
of others, not my own, taught me by the Spirit of God. 
But on a view of what 1 yet retain, penned when I was 
little acquainted with authors, young and ignorant, I 
humbly hope those exercises are agreeable to the word of 
God, the production of the eternal Spirit. 

Now I long for fixedness of soul in duty, enlargement 
of heart in prayer, and holy preparation for all the many 
and interesting duties of the coming day. Sweet Jesus ! 
shine on my soul in all thy matchless beauty, and make 
me to repose myself in the groen pastures of thy love, 
and walk by the side of the still waters of thy wondrous 
grace. 

April 24. The day of the Lord has dawned, grateful 
to the stranger's heart, while he wanders in this strange 
land— sweetly refreshing to all, who love the blessed ser- 
vice of God, and have raised their eyes to a region, where 
one eternal Sabbath for ever reigns. Welcome morn ! my 
soul greets thee with fond delight ; and as thou art hasten- 
ing away, O wilt thou bear on thy wing a tribute of gra- 
titude to Him, who is mindful of his humble followers in 
this wprld of sin, and drops on their waiting souls seme 
heavenly joys. I hail thee, happy day, as propitious to 
the suffering, languishing interests of the Redeemer's 
kingdom, and reviving to this afflicted, solitary daughter 
of Zion. For thee, many ardent wishes, many fervent 
prayers have ascended to the great head of the church ; 
and now thou hast arrived, God shall be glorified with 
praise. 
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This day the city of our God here shall be gladdened 
by the accession of eight new members to this church ; 
a sight which the oldest of our professors have not wit- 
nessed for many dark and cloudy years. 

It is now above six years since I publicly joined my- 
self to the Lord in an everlasting covenant ; and as I en- 
tered the church the youngest member, so I have ever 
continued. And G I have esteemed it a high honour, 
that in the morning of my life I should sit with older 
saints around the table of our common Lord, and be so 
highly distinguished as to be their youngest sister. But 
this day I resign forever this station to others. I rejoice, 
that it is to those who will fill it with so much more use- 
fulness than I have done. This day, dear Lucy takes 
my place, and bears the honours of a young, disciple of 
Jesus, in the midst of a wicked and gainsaying world* O v 
may she be prepared for all its duties and trials, and be 
enabled to endure and perform, looking unto Jesus for ' 
grace and strength !* 

. Noon. It is done. Eight souls have stood forth in t 
the view of God, angels, and men, and professed their 
faith in the Lord Jesus, their attachment to bis bleeding ; 
cross, and their determination to consecrate all their 
future days to his blessed . service. Solemn and awfully 
momentous transaction ! . one, in which they never were 
engaged before, and never can be again ; one, which ex- 
tends its interesting influence through the revolving ages 
of an interminable career, and in stamps its impress on 
their future undying existence ; one, which Jehovah and 
all the heavenly hosts bended to behold, and which the 

* Miss Lucy Edwards lived within a few yards of Miss Wood* 
bury, and died within a few days of the same time, aged 19 ; leav- - 
tag thb most comforting evidence of Uvmg &&& ^Vcv% \xv >Ca& Y*st&» 

" They were lovely and pleasant in i\»\t \tam \ Va^MsoL 

tbey were scarcely divided**' ~ 

*3 
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recording angel has enrolled in the annals of eternity. 
My soul felt for them, and realized the awful vows they 
were sealing, and the weighty duties they were binding 
themselves to perform. O that this solemn event may 
never be produced at the last great day against one of 
their souls, to cover them with confusion, consternation, 
and wo ! O may they never falsify their promises, nor 
bring scandal on that holy religion, for which the blood 
of Heaven flowed. May they never be traitors in the 
camp, betraying the interests of Christ to his foes, and 
occasioning the scoffs and blasphemies of the enemies of 
the cross. But O may almighty grace enable them to 
live as strangers and pilgrims in this transitory world, as 
those who are born from above, and associates of the in- 
habitants of heaven. May they breathe the spirit of the 
gospel in their every action, and may their future deport- 
ment shine eminently with all the beauties of holiness, 
and excellencies of Christianity, that others may have 
reason to say, surely the Lord is with them of a truth. 
O that they may manifest the power of religion in these 
lukewarm days, love and seek the prosperity of Zion, be 
blessings to the chiich, to society, and to the world, and 
when the evening of their days draws near, and death ap- 
proaches to demand his prey, O may they safely and se- 
curely go down the declining vale, and land their wearied 
feet on Canaan's happy shores. 

Eve. Yonder is the sun, shedding his last cheering beams 
on our western hemisphere, resigning us to the shades of 
night. I catch his last faint rays, as he sinks from my 
view, and pensively turn my eyes to the closing period 
of life. My morning is spent, my meridian is advancing 
and long before that arrives, the darkness of death may 
encircle my horizon.— Behold my &*\.,t&t&sk^\& 
me on earth. Earth where art. thou, viVOcv ^\ ^ \*»&% 
ed honours and promised joys* Nwfcktfc * *u» 
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•—buried in oblivion, as though thou never wast. Eter- 
nity, eternity, is my mighty portion, and its awful won- 
ders press on my separating spirit. Every feeling, and 
every emotion of my soul, bears its weighty impress, and 
shall forever. Worlds unknown burst upon my view, be- 
ings new and strange salute my astonished eye, and scenes 
amazing enwrap me all around. Where am I ? In hea- 
ven or hell ? Do I greet the smiling eye of Jesus £ or 
do I meet the incensed wrath of an angry God ? Do holy 
spirits welcome me to their blest abode ? or do ghastly 
Bends conduct me to their mansions of wo ? 

O thou great and eternal Jehovah, I beseech thee to 
prepare me for the moment of death. O suffer me not to 
go into eternity under the guilt of one unrepented sin, 
Uor to appear at thy judgment seat in the poor fig leaves 
of my own righteousness. I humbly, I devoutly, I ear- 
nestly implore thy pardoning mercy, thy forgiving love, 
thy reconciling smiles ; that when the last moment shall 
arrive, I may be fitted to enter into the joy of my Lord, 
and to partake of the holy employments and purified de- 
lights of thy glorious habitation. O Lord be merciful to 
me a sinner. Kind Redeemer, be merciful to me the 
^vilest of the vile. 

May. « O that it were with me as in months past," 
is the mournful language of many true Christians. And 
why? because they have left their first love, lost the ar* 
dour of their spiritual exercises, and contracted a worldly 
minded, lukewarm spirit. Settled upon their tees, and 
immersed in the cares and pleasures of earth, they enjoy 
no happifying intercourse with God, no transcendent 
glories from the blissful mount of vision, no fervent zeal 
for the honour of their Maker, and the benefit of those 
souls he died to redeem. If the d\rt\ea tA ^ w& 
not entirely omitted, they are but -verj xxxfoeo^T^ vak. 
coldly performed, as though they xegreXXek \x«ms«c&. 
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moments thus employe d, and were glad when they were 
gone. Instead of communications from the divine Spirit* 
and heart-cheering visits of love from Emanuel, . which 
once made their closets Bethels, they now hardly breathe 
a desire, or raise a petition to the eternal Jehovah, but 
mechanically and formally hurry over a duty, in which 
every power of their souls ought to be engaged. They 
go with others to the house of prayer, to keep holy day ; 
but while sitting beneath the. droppings of the sanctuary* 
and hearing the most sublime and impressive truths de- 
livered with the most animated pathos, their thoughts an) 
wandering to the ends of the earth, or culling fairy visions. 
No wonder they return empty and unedified ; while those 
who are hungry for the bread of life, have been fed and 
nourished with manna from on high. The Sabbath, once 
grateful and refreshing to their souls, is now spent in in* 
dolence and coldness ; and they rejoice when its wearisome 
hours are terminated. Travelling still the wayward path> 
they continue to relax from their former strictness ; and 
verge from one devious step to another, till they exhibit 
little or nothing of the power of godliness, and the hea* 
venly nature of religion. Behold them in a convivial 
party, and you witness conformity to the world, satisfac* 
tion in vain conversation, and a compliant, temporising 
spirit, forbidden by the gospel, and by no means charac- 
teristic of strangers and pilgrims here. Surely worldlings 
might well inquire, " What do ye more than others V 
Thus Christ is crucified in the house of his professed 
friends, and his ways and truths evil spoken of, his hea- 
ven-born religion is loaded with the ridicule and contumely 
of his enemies ; and a stumbling block is thrown in the 
way of many sincere souls. Alas ! for the lukewarm, 
backslidden believer ; how \\x\hecowC\Tv% txA \\v^\&\stent 

bis deportment I how cheerless «A XwawAAte >k*> 

diuonl Who know* how fai 
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e would slide, if abused mercy and infinite grace did not 
itercept bis career, and turn bis erring feet again to the 
ay of holiness and path of peace. 'Touched with the 
Mtows of deep compunction, he * mourns over his past 
rily and criminality, and abasing himself before the 
nercy-seat of his compassionate Father, reiterates with 
he publican, " God be merciful to me a sinner." He 
engages in the divine life with new fervour and strength, 
mth a heart felt sense of his own liability to err and go 
tstray, and humble dependence on the rock that is higher 
than he. His character now appears with an amiable 
lustre, adorned with all the graces of the gospel. 

EXTRACTS OF A LETTER TO MISS C. T. OF BEVERLY 

Beverly, May II, 1814. 
H Y PEARLY BELOVED CLARISSA, 

Painful as my feelings are with regard to letter- 
siting, I have this moment come to a resolution, that I 
ill again make the feeble attempt ; and O may it be 
•om love to God, and with a view to that day, when 
Jara and Fanny must stand at the bar of their Judge, 
nd render an account how they have written, and how 
ley have received. Do we realize the unutterable re- 
lities of that tremendous day ? O day of dread decision 
id despair! Hark! the trumpet sounds, and pene- 
ating the receptacles of the dead, calls the sleeping na- 
ons to shake off the dust of the grave, and assemble in 
le vast and mighty concourse, to give up their accounts, 
id receive their ineffable eternal rewards ! Behold them 
Elected ! and according to the characters they had form* 
I here on earth, fixed on the right or the left hand of 
shovah, their actions, their words, \l\eu ttiow^te, myl- 
iJed to the view of countless millions, &ti&\ftwa^p&N» 
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the test of the sure oracles of truth. Where now are the 
deeds of darkness, perpetrated unobserved by mortal 
•ye ? Brought to light and- stamped with immortal in* 
famy? Where the flimsy covering of the hypocrite? 
Gone forever ; and his soul, naked and forlorn, finds, to 
his overwhelming wretchedness, that crying,.Lord r Lord, 
will never gain. an entrance into the kingdom of heaves. 
The impenitent on the left hand wait in dread dismay, 
to hear the awful sentence,. " Depart, ye cursed !" Bat 
there on the right stand the glorious company of the re- * 
deemed, shining in the immaculate glories - of their ado 1 
rable Redeemer, greeting the heaven-beaming, smiles of > 
their Judge ; while their works of faith, and labours of ' ; 
k>ve are brought into view as evidences of their accep* r - 
tance with heaven, and,. " Come ye blessed of my F* 1 
ther," salutes their ravished souls. e 
O the surprising realities, the astonishing wonders, \ 
which the last great day will reveal f O the mighty bliss * 
or woe it will pour upon every soul! Its decision* * 
will be firm as the throne of omnipotence, and lasting 1 
as the existence of the immortal mind; Could we con* J 
stantly live under deep and realizing apprehensions of a 
judgment to come, would not our general deportment be 
widely different? We should indeed do with our migbt 
whatsoever our hands find to da; and in constant watch* 
fulness against sin and* temptation, should be habitually 
looking unto Jesus for pardon, peace, and assisting grace, 
making mention of his righteousness, and of his only. 
O how earnest, how importunate would be our supplica- 
tions to heaven- for our own souls, and the souls of o- 
thers ! Feeling that we are praying for no less than the 
eternal'salvation of immortal souls, O with what fervour, 
with what animation, with what assiduity, should we ad- 

dress the mercy-seat, a*\& \^ \k*^yev^> q£ our 

hearts to Jehovah's earl l^ew. 
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ness the strange averseness, wanderings, and languor, 
y now, alas, too often do ; but they would attest to the 
istancy, sincerity, and wrestling ardour of our secret 
motions ; and Heaven, in answer, would shed iramor- 
blessings upon a world of woe. 

When I glance at a dear fellow mortal, I think, O you 
► formed to live forever; and my bosom heaves with 
nder a^id astonishment, too vast for utterance. Where 
the language that can -pourtray, hi all its magnitude and 
lemnity, the worth of one soul ? and what can amount 
its equivalent ? The language of earth fails to explain ; 
d millions of perishing worlds dwindle into nothing. 
If these are truths, where, O where is that benevolent 
irit which Christians profess to have imbibed, and 
*ich their blessed Redeemer so eminently displayed, 
jen he wept over perishing Jerusalem ? when he had 
ught solitary repose by the side of Jacob's well ? a spirit 
lich shone conspicuously in his every action, and led him 
lally to the cross of Calvary. If they are followers of the 
an of sorrows, where are their bowels of compassion for 
iristless sinners, their glowing love to the glory of God, 
td their incessant, indefatigable exertions for the enlargem- 
ent and extension of the Mediator's kingdom ? If they are 
iveilers to a world -of holiness, where is their conformity 
the temper and employments of heaven, their elevated 
periority to mortal things, their devout and ardent aspi- 
tions after those joys which know not the alloy of 
i "and imperfection, flowing pure from the throne of 
eity? O did they more exercise and illustrate the 
oven born spirit of their holy religion, they would en* 
y vastly more of its refreshing and sublimely animating 
mforts, and they would shine as lights in this dark 
arid, to the glory of the Being they love and adore, &c. 



260 



Memoir* and Writings 



JOURNAL, 1814. 

May 12. Last night was chiefly spent in reading the 
writings of my departed Harriet ; and sweetly melancholy 
it was to my soul. " Safe is she lodged above these rolling 
spheres," far distant from this land of sorrow and region 
of death. After many .a struggle and many a tear, she 
has arrived at the mansion of unclouded bliss and peat* 
fully rests in Eden's bower. And does she not from bet 
golden seat, cast a pitying look on her dear Fanny, wan- 
dering forlorn in this vale of tears ? Does she not wit- 
ness the mourning tears and- tender sighs of bereaved af- 
fection, and gently whisper, w Weep not for Harriet, but 
redeem the time, fulfil your work, and come and join me 
in our Father's blest abode." O Harriet ! my much loved 
Harriet ! shall our spirits one day meet and be blest with 
a friendship, which separation cannot wound, nor death 
destroy ! which shall glow with seraphic fire in endless 
day ! Tossed to and fro on the tempestuous sea of lift,/ 
distressed with fears, assaulted by temptation, oppressed 
with iniquities, shall I ever find my way to a brighter 
world ! O why tarry I here, seeing I groan day after 
day over an unprofitable life, and spend my time in vain! 
Is not the hour of release at hand, and shall I not soon 
drink abundantly of the wine of my Father's kingdom, 
and feast on fruit dropping sweetly from the tree of life! 
Haste my beloved ! shorten these interposing days, and 
receive my parting spirit to thy glorious rest. 

May 13. The years that are past arise to my view, 
and present cause for deep humiliation, self-abasement, 
and contrition. Ah ! they are recorded in the annals of 
eternity, with all their numerous . misimprovements, im- 
perfections, and sins. Not one moment of them can ever 
be recalled, not one action evet k& I kneel- 

ed before the throne this eve, *a \ 
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'what I have been, and what I now am, and the tears of 
sorrow stole gently down*; and wfeen I was engaged in 
supplication, I was blessed with some fixedness, ardour, 
•and importunity, and found the season grateful to my 

?80u). 

LETTER TO MI6S If. W. OF BEVERLY. 

-Beverly, May 14, 1814. 

It grieves me to learn you are in darkness, seeking 
after your beloved, but finding him not ; and wandering 
•about in this distant land, with scarce one drop of bliss to 
smooth the way. But despond not. Your case is by no 
means peculiar. Trust in the A>ord, and cast your every 
care on him ; for he careth for you, and will relieve and 
succour you in the best time. Ere long, I trust, you will 
rejoice in his returning smiles, and the rich manifestation 
of his glory to your soul*; and then you will go on your 
. way rejoicing with lively gratitude and ardent zeal. Con- 
tinue in the use of his appointed means, humbly imploring 
'his gracious presence, and the cheering influences of his 
Holy^Spirit ; and be more anxious to have your trials 
sanctified, than removed. Such feelings are unpleasant ; 
but they are necessary, to teach us 'our weakness and 
nothingness, wean us from the world, increase our humi- 
lity, watchfulness, and prayer, and make us more depen- 
dent on the turm of the Almighty. If they have this ef- 
fect-ion you through the. blessing df God, you will have 
great reason to magnify and adore his holy name, and 
rejoice* in his universal government. 

O my sister, be not weary nor faint in your mind* 
'Press onward in the path of duty, looking to Jesus, who 
-was tempted like as you are, sin excepted ; and exercise 
faith in his mighty name ; for it is by faith, and not by 
sight we must live here. I feel a tender interest in your 
T 
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concerns, and I cannot but long that the comforts of re- 
ligion may be yours. P^nay your weary soul rest sweety 
on the bosom of Jesus. 

We have had no meeting this eve ; but all is right ; for 
the winds and the storms might easily have been calmed 
by Jehovah's word, if on the whole it had been best for 
us to have encircled the altar of social prayer and praise. 

If you have not read dear Mrs Newell's Memoirs, I 
wish you may ; for I think you will be pleased and pro* 
fited. She is gone to her rest ; and my pained heart say* 
it is right, all right, though she was the best beloved of 
all my numerous friends, and fondly united by many a tie. 
Yours in love, &c 

NOTE TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY, THEN AT WENHAM. 

May 21, 1814. 
You ask, " What is communion with God r " I wish 1 
were better able to tell you. But it can better be known 
by experience than by description. I think however I 
have just felt it in my retirement, unless I am most fatally 
deluded. I have been favoured with much enlargement 
in petition for almost every thing. I seemed to leave all 
sublunary things, and grasped after durable riches, and 
soul- satisfying blessings for myself, my friends, my ac- 
quaintances, my sisters of the church, my dear * enemies, 
..poor perishing pagans, for the ministers of Christ as a 
bod}', and particular individuals, for humane and religions 
societies, praying female societies, for the enlargement of 
-Zion, and universal diffusion of peace, love, and religion* 
If I know my own heart, there is not a false friend, nor 
an enemy, nor a soul in this habitable world, but I can 
carry to the. throne of grace, and supplicate the same 
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■terries, and enjoyments, and graces, that 1 do for myself. 
I want to have my whole soul moulded into pure gospel 
Jove, and to exhibit it illustriously in my temper and conduct. 
Will you not pray that this may be the case ? Do, my 
dearly beloved ; and forget not to praise the I^ord for the 
precious filial freedom I have enjoyed, and still hope to 
in joy in pouring out my soul before him — a cordial for all 
ny sorrows and trials, a sweet relief from every woe. O \ 
t one drop of heaven is so good, what is heaven itself? 
May you and I know by happy experience. O may you 
!>e in the spirit on the Lord's day, and make advances in 
experimental piety. Good evening, my dear friend, &c. 

SOTE TO MISS E. S. OF BEVERLY, THEN AT WENHAM, 

May 22, 1814. 
As it is not customary to keep school on election days, 
you will probably come home. I want you should devote 
Wednesday morn to a delightful ramble with me. I mu 
ticipate it with sensations of joy. But no ; let us not de- 
pend too much ; for it is a day which myriads of our race 
will never see. I want to feel that I have nothing to do 
here, but to glorify God, benefit immortal beings, work 
out my own salvation, and make my way to a fairer 
region. 

Blessed be the Lord for the griefs and woes that have 
of late been mine to suffer. For they show the utter 
vanity of all below, and the preciousness of that gospel 
which bringeth life and immortality to light. Welcome 
then our trials, if thereby we may be conformable to our 
suffering Lord, and purified and fitted for that world, 
where tears are wiped from every eye, and sorrows are 
known no more. Is this our home ? Shall our spirits 
meet there, when these bodies repose uv *\*& ^toaaSv/* 
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O if we should not.— But I must hope £ and may heaven 
in mercy grant that my hope may never prove destructive 
to my soul. The storms of life are blowing oven, and to 
the meek follower of Christ, -an everlasting calm shall 
soon succeed. Let us then be patient, and establish 
our hearts ; for the coming of the Lord draweth nigh. 
And may grace work in us to will, to do, and to suffer, 
and then bestow the rich and glorious reward* Yours, 

LETTER TO MISS M. W. QF BEVERLY. 

Btverly, May SO, 1814. 
Sabbath mom. I am happy to learn, my dear Miss 
W. that you have regained peace and tranqwiKty ef mind; 
and are now reposing sweetly under the shadow of E- 
manuel, and feasting on the rich food he has prepared for 
bis humble followers. You think you do not yet feel 
that lively faith and love you desire. But you have 
every thing, to encourage you. to hope and trust in the ! 
Lord, for he is good to the soul that waiteth for him, 
and none shall seek his face in vain. O may you keep 
near to him, and be favoured with times of refreshing 
from his presence— rich streams of consolation flowing 
gently from the exhaustless Fountain to exhilarate ana 
gladden your heart, while you traverse this desert wikj. 
It is, my dear friend, through much tribulation that w» 
must make our way to the port of rest All who. will live 
godly in Christ Jesus shall suffer persecution.^ Those 
who exhibit the beauty and power of godliness, and are 
active in the service they love, meet with opposition,, not 
only from Satan and the openly ungodly, but also- from 
many who bear the Christian name. This I think one 
of the many and heavy lna\* iVvfe teevtek n^wj ^ ^ 
Hgion is called to sustain ; \iv^^ 
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consolatory truths and promises of the gospel to cheer bis 
fainting heart But surely we will follow our Lord through 
evil as well as good report, and delight to endure the 
cross, as well as look forward to the crown. 

I rejoice that, vile and unworthy as I am, our dear 
Lord has favoured me with many estimable friends, iti 
whose society and correspondence I take so large a share 
of placid joy in this inhospitable world. But O how pain* 
ful to " weep over many a friend to dust consigned." 
Peace to the far distant grave of Harriet ; and enbalmed 
be her memory in the hearts of the pious. May our last 
days be like hers, calm, serene, and marked with the 
triumphs of faith and hope. I intend to let you have her 
Memoirs a few days, and I think you will admire the 
loveliness of her character, her ardent piety, and engaged- 
ness of heart in the work of the Lord. " That life is 
long which answers life's great .end." Her years, though 
few, were consecrated to diligence and zeal in religion 
after her conversion, and she has quickly performed the 
arduous work assigned to her ; and now sweetly rests 
from her labours and her sorrows. Will not my dear 
Miss W. supply her place to me, and be a faithful friend, , 
to warn, admonish, and instruct f Pray for your affec - 
tionate friend, &c. 



LETTER TO MISS H. G. OF BEADFOED. 

Beverly, June*, 1814. , 

My Dear Hannah, 

Blest with a renewed opportunity of addressing you, . 
I readily improve it ; and could I impart some spiritual 
gift to your edification, and to the gjovy oC ^oviv God*m^f 
heart would rejoice, even mine. Tfcut 
so coldMd negligent in the best of c»«i» % YV>»n* 
son to expect to animate and engag* tfbtn. 
^ v 3 
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thus? The character of Emanuel is still lovely and 
glorious ; and in his vineyard there is much to be done. 
Life is hastening to its close, and I am drawing nearer to 
the grave, where, " forgetting the world, and by the- world ! 
forgot," my mortal frame must repose till the last tramp 
shall summon the sleeping dust to the bar of God. Yea, 
my dear friend, our earthly course will soon be complet* 
ed ; but the consequences of this state of trial will be 
tremendously woeful or ineffably blissful to our immortal 
souls. Through an endless duration we 'shall reap the 
reward of our doings,, either rising in glory, or sinking iff 
wretchedness. Eternity,— -eternity is entailed upon poor 
earth-created man, and this eternity is yours, is mine, it < 
the mighty portion of all the deseendents of Adam. 

Is it so, my dear friend? And can we for a moment 
be indifferent to our eternal all, and live as though earth 
was our abiding place, or death would extinguish the breath 
of the Almighty ? * Is it so ) And can w* be insensible 
to the situation of those who are in bondage to sin sad 
Satan, and verging to the lake which burnetii with firt 
and brimstone ? Is it so ) And can we be lukewarm in 
the blest service- of our adorable Redeemer, and uninter- 
ested in the concerns of Zion, the city of our God,, and 
the welfare of the world at large ? 

Did these truths properly affect our hearts, solemn in- 
deed would be our feelings, and different would be our 
lives. We should then behold the vanity of this passing 
world, and soaring beyond its trifling things, should pe- 
netrate the veil of futurity, and survey that ever blessed 
region, where flourish substantial joys and unrivalled 
honours. We should labour earnestly and unremittingly 
for the salvation of out 4wm «A ^ ^ *rtaw» 
jcontent to have our names ct&x wW^W* 
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with slander, reproach, and ridicule. We should be 
anxious to fill every remaining moment of our lives with 
duty, and every duty with holy activity and devout ar- 
dour, depending on the strength of Christ, and with re- 
ference to the glory of God. And filled with a deep and 
continual sense of our innumerable sins and imperfections, 
our utter nothingness and unwortbiness, we should make 
constant application to the blood of sprinkling, and fly to 
the righteousness of our great High Priest 

O that you, my dear friend, may not have so much 
occasion for self-accusation- as your unworthy Fanny ! May 
you live as a dying mortal, as a probationer for eternity ; 
and treading the world beneath your feet, may you hold 
sweet and ravishing communion with God, and read your 
title clear to a mansion in that kingdom, bought with the 
blood of Jesus, and destined to flourish in eternal splen- 
dour. Happy indeed are the saints of the Most High. 
O that their privileges and immunities, their present 
sublime supports and future enrapturing prospects, may be 
ours. And their trials end crosses, their fears and temp- 
tations, we will likewise hail, if their God may be our 
God, and their home our home. O the calm and serene 
vest, the boundless and inconceivable delights which a- 
wait those whose robes have been washed and made white 
in the blood of the Lamb, who have traced the narrow 
path, though lined with difficulties, snares, and woes, and 
safely reached its end. With what amazing bliss will 
they salute the bright throng around the throne, and 
casting their crowns at the feet of their Lord, unite their 
lays in concert with adoring millions in ceaseless songs 
of praise to God and the Lamb. Far from this earth of 
sorrow, and beyond the reach of ttaSXtawrex 
solace their weary souls in the bosom <tf Ww»» 
and drink of the streams that fUyw *X > && wjjj* 

hand. 
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If the glory of heaven be such as mortal eye hath not 
seen, nor ear heard, nor heart .conceived, how awfully 
miserable must those be, who, despising all its immorta] 
joys choose the road to death, and ensure a portion in the 
bottomless pit ! O my dear friend, trembling seizes me, 
when I think how many will come short at last, whose 
hopes were firm and strong, and who, by the judgment of 
erring man, were deemed the salt of the earth. Pray that 
this may never, .never be the case of your friend Fanny; 
for it is what I have reason to fear, when I glance at my 
life and my heart. O may we build our hopes on the 
corner Stone laid in Zion; may we glory in tribulation; 
may we exult in death; and amidst the momentous scenes 
of that day, for which all other days were made, may we. 
lift up our heads with triumphant joy, and in tranquil se- 
renity sing the victories of Christ our King. My friend, 
when our few fleeting days are over, and death has chilled 
our mortal frames, may our spirits be cemented by the 
endearing ties, and glow with all the ardour of heaven; 
and to our glorified and lovely Emanuel we will render 
a never ending tribute of grateful praise. So may it be, 
Yours in love, &c. 



journal, 1814. 
June 19. For four Sabbaths I have heard scarcely a 
sentence from the pulpit. Glowing with inextinguish- 
able thirst to visit the courts of my God, and listen to 
the truths of the gospel, O who can conceive my emo- 
tions, when I immure myself in my retirement ! With 
the Psalmist, tears have.,been my meat, though 1 greatly 
fear they were tears of *\\\ftiV \m^ta,T&&. 
This day Dr W. preached beV* , t**vnta%>w. 
highly as the compiler oimy tW*e * ™*t^^h*. 
relish should I have beaxd W. ^* 
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destines me to many a woe, and I will cheerfully sub- 
mit. 

But can I be ^useless in this critical moment, when 
the world is in tremendous agitation, and all intelligent 
beings are actively engaged for or against that kingdom 
which shall prevail : O can I be a solitary neutral ? No ; 
it must not be. I must be useful m some way. I have 
devoted my pen to the Lord,* and if he has any thing 



* There is no doubt that she here refers to her determination to 
write occasionally for the Panoplist,. a periodical work. To soma 
it may appear strange that she should form such a purpose* 
An explanation, therefore, may not be deemed improper. 

It is doubtful whether she would ever have thought of writing 
for the public, had it not been suggested to her. She was earnest- 
ly addressed upon the subject in a manner nearly as follows 
M Though you have a very low opinion of your own composition* 
yet others, and especially the editor of the Panoplist* can judge of its 
merits much better than you. He has seen fit to publish one of your 
letters, which has doubtless been received, with pleasure and ad- 
vantage by thousands. Possibly you. may write something of 
equal merit, and even superior. Think not that you will appear 
ostentatious In offering a few pieces for the Panoplist. It may be 
done very secretly ; or even if it should be known, it will be readi- 
ly percefeed,. that there is a vast difference between offering a 
composition to the public directly, and submitting it to an editor, 
who has full liberty to publish or not, according to his judgment* 
without being obligated to assign his reasons. It is exceedingly do* 
sirable, that greater numbers should write for the Panoplist. For 
though now excellent and very useful, it might be more so, if all 
who have the ability, had also the disposition to enrich its trea- 
sures. - It is desirable that the editor should have a large number 
and variety of compositions, from which to make a selection. You 
feel that others can write much better than you, and that they 
ought to supply the pages of the Panoplist with matter much bet- 
ter than you can produce, and leave you to move in a narrower, 
humbler sphere* But while such writers as Z. X. Y. are casting 
of their abundance into this sacred treasury axe cetvawv 
if is your duty to withhold your mite \ "WYttX li c»iMB&>«a<«^ 
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for me to do by writing, he will assist. O may I be 
enabled to consecrate to him my every talent, and in his 



tlons upon intemperance, and upon the Sabbath, are greatly su- 
perior to any thing that you can hope to .produce upon those sub* 
jectftt yet, is it not possible, that "upon some subjects you may 
be able to furnish a few sentences, or a few paragraphs, that might 
be pleasing and edifying even to him ? Supposing your qualifica- 
tions for writing to* be really as small as you imagine, may not a 
person of ordinary talents, and scanty information, be enabled 
sometimes* to excel ? May not such a person, in some peculiarly 
happy hour, when fired by some subject that he had long been ac- 
customed to ponder with the deepest interest, be able to furnish t few 
pages, that might prove more useful to thousands of readers, tban 
the learned disquisitions of the ablest writers ? It must also be 
considered, that the best writers have generally such a pressure 
of numerous and important duties, as to leave little time to write 
for the Panoplist. And not only so, but what may be done bj 
many is in danger of being neglected by all. 

Surely you cannot fear that any great evil will result from com- 
plying with my request. With regard to yourself, it must con* 
dace to your improvement and edification. Nor need you fear 
that the public will be injured. If your pieces should be really 
unworthy of publication, you need not fear that the editor will 
suffer them to encumber his pages. But if one in four should 
stand the test of his judgment, might it not do more good than 
thirty private letters ?— more good than you would otherwise do 
in a month ? 

You have given yourself to the Lord in in everlasting covenant: 
You have often sealed your solemn vows around his holy table : 
You know and you feel, that your obligations to do good are in- 
expressibly great. If you have any talents for doing good, it ii 
probably your pen. ■ Can you tben let it rest ?" 

To such considerations as these she listened with the most pro- 
found attention and with a downcast look, and scarcely attempted 
to make any reply. It waa probably some weeks before her con- 
science could prevail upon her diffidence and humility to comply 
with the request. She lived lo corwp\*te otvVj vYvx^ ^e\>ers for this 
purpose, which the publishers Ywxnc \to«x\aoA* \YC\% ^*>a^ 
which will be found at the end ot \ke *«tawra. 
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blessed service improve them all with fidelity and success. 
Human applause is less than nothing. To my own 
Master I stand or fall, according to the improvement or 
misimprovement of what he has entrusted to my keeping, 
and O I tremble lest I incur the guilt and doom of the 
unprofitable servant. May he instruct, guide, and lead 
me ; for 

Weaker than a bruised reed, 
Help I every moment need, 

I want to feel that I am acting for eternity. I want to 
be influenced supremely and solely by those pure and 
powerful motives which the gospel holds to view, as 
those which will alone be pleasing in the eyes of infinite 
purity, arid should ever be the stimulus to external ac- 
tion. A bubble indeed is the praise of man. I have 
prayed, " Lord, let not my heart be haughty, nor my eyes 
lofty, neither let me exercise myself in matters too high 
for me arid surely a compassionate Saviour will attend 
to my feeble cries, and guide my doubtful soul. Should 
others know what I am doing, they would censure, envy, 
and reproach. But it would be nothing to me ; for their 
souls are not in my soul's stead, neither to them do I 
stand amenable. At a higher tribunal I must soon ap- 
pear, and pass a solemn and strict examination, and re- 
ceive my eternal portion according to the deeds done in 
the body. To God I owe my all, and his approbation I 
ardently wish. My business is with him and my own 
conscience, and not with a misjudging world. May 
he ever guide my pen, and bless its poor and humble ef- 
forts. O may he use me, unworthy as I am, for the 
promotion of his glory, and advancement of his cause. 
O may he favour me with a heart large enough to em- 
brace the millions of my species, and earnestly to long 
for their immortal good. I am w arv of this narrow > 
mercenary selfishness, this suangt m&£«x*Y&& ^ ^ 
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spiritual wants of a dying world. Blessed Emanuel, 
thou who didst bleed for sinners, O vouchsafe me a por- 
tion of thy compassionate, feeling spirit, and inflame my 
bosom with ardour fresh from heaven.— Come, dear Jesus> 
I long to see thy face, and enjoy thy smiles. 



NOTE TO MISS £. S. OF B EVE ELY. 

July 5, 1814. 
I kjoicb, my sweet friend, that your heart is enlarg- 
ed with love and gratitude; and -smiling joy sits placid 
on your brow. As you have received Christ Jesus, so be 
anxious to walk in his holy commands, and simply trust 
his faithful word. O may he keep you near himselC 
and cause you to travel the path he appoints. You are 
now under renewed obligations to your God; foryoa 
have witnessed fresh instances of his mighty mercy sod 
abounding love, and have encreasing cause to say, " Bless 
the Lord, O my soul." Most cheerfully would I join 
with you in a hymn of praise foi -his wonderful mercies 
vouchsafed to 413 in relieving our anxiety and dispersing 
our fears, by his signal kindness to your dear mother. 
May she be enabled to consecrate her dear children to 
her covenant God, and bring them up in the nurture 
and admonition of the Lord, and with grateful heart per* 
form Jier vows to the Most High. You, my dear Eliza- 
beth -have row new duties to perform ; for your prayers 
for the little infant should be ardent and constant, that 
the Lord would wash his soul in the laver of regenera- 
tion, and make him a partaker of his grace, that he may 
be a chosen vessel unto God, and from a child seek and 
serve his Maker. 



•f Miss Fanny Woodbury. 27S 

LETTER TO MRS H. P. OF BRADFORD. 

Beverly, Aug. 81, 1814. 

My dear Sister, 

O what a vast and glorious assembly will there be in 
heaven when the last sand of time shall drop, and the 
judgment day award to the waiting millions their eter- 
nal homes. What honours will crown the head of our 
Redeemer, when having fixed the everlasting destinies of 
all created intelligences, he shall recede from his awful 
seat to the dwelling-place of his glory, kindly conducting 
a mighty retinue of holy beings to dwell with him in 
cloudless light. Who would not burn with desire to 
grace his final triumphs, and proclaim his boundless 
charms? Who would not leave this mortal state, with all 
its fading pleasures, to survey his lovely beauties, and 
delight in his enrapturing smiles ? 

But if our souls have been enlightened to behold the 
perfections of his character, if they have tasted his love, 
where are our bowels of compassion for those who see no 
form nor comeliness in him ? Have we no pity for the 
many millions of our species, who roam the burning wilds 
of the east, conversant with the miseries of the apostasy, 
but strangers to the salvation of Christ ? Shall not our 
hearts melt with tenderness over the numerous savage 
tribes, who, enwrapt in nature's starless darkness, most 
movingly address us from their abodes of woe, " When 
it is well with you, think of poor indians." Precious 
souls, we will not forget you. No ; we will long and pray 
for the day when you shall emerge from your present 
gloom, and pointing your eye to mansions of light, and 
hanging your hopes on the cross of Emanuel, you shall 
send to heaven your tuneful songs of admiring joy. 

O when shtdl the kingdom of Jesoa rts& ^^o^ssft. 
the earth w iniUemsd strength , x&a^&ty* vj»6«ax* 

z 
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bearing heavenly peace to warring nations, and causing 
an Eden again to bloom beneath the skies ? When shall 
Zion shake herself from the dust, forget her days of 
mourning, and her repaired walls bear the impress in 
characters legible to every eye, w salvation and praise." 
The era is not far distant, and from heaven proceeds 
the immutable word, " 1 the Lord will hasten it in its 
time." Our hearts must gratefully respond, " Even so, 
come Lord Jesus, come quickly." 

Sabbath Eve. Respecting visits, my dear Mrs P. I 
take it for granted you know my opinion and practice; 
but as you request, 1 write a word on the subject, hoping 
you will be guided in this, and every other concern, in a 
manner well pleasing in the sight of God, and conducive 
to his glory and your own best interests. Though com- 
mon-place acquaintances merit our civility, and every 
proper expression of respectful attention, yet an intimate 
and frequent intercourse with them I consider unneces- 
sary, injurious, and criminal. The Scripture is a sure 
directory ; and, I believe, that does not allow of Chris- 
tians mingling much with the people of the world. Even 
where large parties have been chiefly formed of professors, 
I have seldom found much edification. We are com- 
manded to redeem the time. And can we not, when so* 
licited to make a visit, which we have every reason to 
conclude will be unprofitable, can we not improve the time 
better by conversing with our Bibles, our hearts, and our 
God— in writing to some dear separated friend— in visit- 
ing the poor, the sick, and afflicted— or in holding familiar 
intercourse with some humble, decided follower of the 
Lamb ? Were the time thus spent, should we not on the 
review, feel more peace of conscience than if wasted in 
tiresome scenes of vanity and folly ? We must not, 
however, affect singularity 

d om from above ia needtuAto «tat*«V&^**fc<wr 
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id with this I wish you might be favoured in an emi* 
ent degree. Your affectionate friend, &c. 

EXTEACT OF A LETTER FROM MISS N* K. 
OF NEWBURYPORT. 

Beverly, Aug. 27, 1814.- 

\1y Dear Cousin, 

Blest with another opportunity of addressing you, 
nay the divine Spirit direct my pen, and make its feeble 
fforts conducive to your spiritual good. 

Pausing on the immense value of the soul, the ruined 
state of man by nature, the beauty, freeness, and fulness 
t£ the gospel plan of salvation, and the eternity of future 
wards and punishments, my mind expands with sensa- 
ions not to be fully expressed. Have we immortal souls, 
uid- can we be indifferent to their concerns ? Are we in- 
volved in the ruins of the apostasy, and shall we not be 
Miicitous for our recovery ? Are wc formed to live through 
aidless ages, and shall we not wish to pass those ages in 
he sublimities and glories of the world of light f If these 
concerns are everlastingly momentous, as represented by 
Him who cannot lie, O let us attend to them, my cousin, 
ifith all the assiduity, diligence, and ardour we can com- 
nand, now while the time of our probation is protracted, 
uid heaven allures us with its unnumbered charms. 
* Let us beware of the blandishments of this insidious 
vorld, the temptations of the prince of darkness, and the 
corrupt propensities of our own depraved hearts ; for they 
all urge us in the most plausible manner, to forget eter- 
nity, our Maker, and our souls. They, with united voice, 
bid us put far away the evil day, and linger thoughtlessly 
on the plains of Sodom, till the fierce storm, bursting 
from above, shall ingulf us in remediless destruction. O 
that we may find a refuge in the bosevva. vA ILvsoftftdu 
ff renovated by his grace, and iiitere&VeA vcv. \\v* vs&fcWfc- 
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tion, we need not tear, though the archangel were com* 
missioned this moment to sound the last trump, and issue 
the dread mandate, " Time shall be no longer.** Witb 
the smiles of Jesus, we may enjoy serenity amidst all the 
ruffling scenes of life, and in that awful day, when worlds 
shall be wrapt in flames, and the rewards of eternity dis- 
tributed by an unerring hand. But if we are yet in our 
sins, alienated from God, and enveloped in the awful 
blindness, ignorance, and darkness of nature, we stand 
on the awful verge of interminable perdition, on the fron- 
tiers of that lake which burns unceasingly with fire and 
brimstone. May we, my dear, dear Nancy, be favoured 
with a view of the true state of our souls, and be enabled 
to secure the approbation of Him, who is able to save and 
to destroy. May he whisper, in accents of love, to our 
bosoms, " I am thy salvation." May he illumine our 
minds with the light of his countenance, and guide our 
erring feet to Zion's hill. I feel that with his friend* 
ship I should be sublimely happy in the solitary wilds of 
Zaara ; but without it, I must languish in pining wretch- 
edness, though possessed of all the earth calls good or 
great. One smile of him can soothe to rest my aching 
heart, can disperse the gloom of affliction, and change 
my sighs of grief to songs of joy. Happy indeed art 
they who gain intimate access to him, and enjoy the en- 
dearing manifestations of his love in this far distant land; 
but more divinely blest are those unfettered spirits who 
encircle his shining throne, and chant in rapturous strains 
his deserved praise. Yours, &c. 

LETTER TO MISS S. D. OF WENHAM. 

Beverly, Sept. 1, 1814. 

My Dear Yoxtng Eb-toot, 
I doubt not but you *\\\ ^wi\iraAA^ww^ 
of a letter from one w\io *\moaX * Y» 
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But our short interview yesterday afternoon, gave rise to 
that ardent concern for your eternal salvation which 
induces me to write. You have been almost constantly 
in my thoughts this morning ; and while 1 have bound 
you tenderly to my bosom, I have commended you to 
Him whose mercy and compassion to sinners is more ex- 
tensive than man can conceive. He can guide my pen 
to express those truths which are of eternal importance ; 
and he alone, by his new-ereating Spirit, can imprint 
these truths effectually on your conscience, and make 
them available to your everlasting good. Without his 
blessing,. Paul may plant and A polios water in vain ; but 
with it, a feeble effort of the most unworthy, undertaken, 
from right motives, may save souls from endless death. 
This is the Being, even the ever glorious Jehovah, whose 
favour and smiles I wish you to possess. In him you 
will find all that you can desire for time and eternity. If 
you secure his friendship, you will pass your few short 
years on earth in usefulness ; you will have ineffable 
peace within, amidst all the numerous troubles incident 
to this mortal state ; and when you are closing your eyes 
in the long, si umbers of death, you may rejoice in hope 
of immortal glory, in the prospect of rising to the New 
Jerusalem, and uniting with the glorious spirits around* 
the throne in singing the praises of the dear Redeemer. . 

But let me reverse the picture. You are by nature 
an. enemy to God ; continuing and dying so, you must 
perish, for ever. Should this be your wretched case, (Q 
may almighty grace prevent it) every day and every hour 
yau live here, you will be treasuring up wrath against 
the day of wrath, increasing fuel to feed that fire which 
will torture you with unspeakable and eternal woe. I 
direct my eyes to the regions of despair, and look for one 
of its most miserable inhabitants. \wix <3L 

believing parents rises to my View, 'fiflnmsgt 

ad 
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blackness of darkness, she addresses me from the prison 
of hell, " My parents, blessed with eminent piety, con- 
secrated me early to God. Tbey sought the sanctifying 
grace of Heaven for my soul with many a prayer and 
many a tear. They nurtured my infant days with 
tender unremitting assiduity. They cherished and cul- 
tivated my opening powers with the most solicitous and 
affectionate attention. They instructed me in the great 
doctrines and duties of Christianity. They strove, by 
precept and example, to draw me from the path of de- 
struction to the path of peace. Their boose ever afforded 
an altar, upon which the morning and evening sacrifice 
ascended to heaven ; so that I had line upon line, and 
precept upon precept. But I, fool that I was, hardened 
myself in iniquity, till tlie harvest was past, and the 
summer was ended. My day of probation closed. Fear, 
desolation, and destruction, came upon me as a whirl* 
wiucL And now I must cry in accents of doleful despair, 
How have I hated instruction, and my heart despised 
reproof." 

Dreadful as this representation is, my young friend, 
it is realized, fully and awfully realized, by many wretched 
beings in the lake of fire ; and the numbei will probably 
be increased. O make not one of the company. You 
. are favoured with many advantages for the acquirement of 
true piety. But should you misimprove or neglect them, 
they will aggravate your condemnation, and enhance the 
misery of hell. In this case you would envy the poor 
untutored Hottentot, who had spent his days in wander- 
ing over burning sands, whose eyes had never seen a 
bible nor a Christian, whose ears had never been saluted 
with a Saviour's name. My heart gladdens at the thought 
of your privileges ; but wViexv \ VYvv&Y <A depravity ef 
nature, and the dcceitf illness of s\a> \ ^^>a«s^ 
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But, my friend, why will you not be a Christian ? Why 
trill you not give joy to your parents, to your pious friends, 
o the holy spirits in heaven, by your early devotion of 
leart, and soul, and life, and all, to your glorious Creator ? 

Peculiarly blest are those, who turn to God in the 
morning of life, and consecrate to the services of religion 
the vigour of their affections, powers, and faculties. Com* 
mencing in the bloom of youth a journey to yon celestial 
world, being planted early in the courts of their God, they 
shall flourish in usefulness and felicity, exhibit eminent 
examples of the native excellence of piety, reflect honour 
on their divine Saviour, and hereafter shine in the king* 
dom of God with immortal splendour. By embracing re- 
ligion, and declaring themselves pilgrims and strangers 
here, when earth appears in its most alluring attire, and 
presents its most powerfully attractive temptations, their 
piety is not only almost unquestionable, but singularly 
lovejy. They will rejoice that they gave to God the dew 
of their youth, and forever adore that grace which led 
them to adopt a course so wise, so happy, so honourable 
to God, so fraught with heaven. And will you not, my 
dear friend, select this course for yours ? Will you not 
early repent of your sins, seek pardoning mercy, and se* 
cure an interest in the merits of the Saviour ? Will you 
not ensure a seat in the regions of a glorious immortality, 
where the righteous shall reign in everlasting light, when 
the earth shall be destroyed, and all the wkked shall be 
turned into hell ? 

You are now destitute of all good, inclined to evil ; and 
without new feelings you can never see God in peace. As 
you now are, you are totally unfit for heaven ; you are 
lingering about the entrance of eternal perdition ; and no- 
thing but the mere mercy of God, that mercy which you 
forfeit every moment, continues you m \X\\* dOws^ 
Should God in awful vengeance cut ^v>u<fi vm^)ts 
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dear young friend, where would you be ? Would you- not 
be lost and ruined for ever ? And will you, can you, rest 
in this hazardous situation r* Shall I not urge you to flee 
from the threatening danger to the refuge which the gos- 
pel exhibits ? Come then to Jesus Christ. Bow to bis 
sceptre ; welcome him to your heart, and you will be 
happy forever. You will find him all that you can wish,— 
a Redeemer mighty to save, — a Physician able to make 
you whole,— a Sun to enlighten and guide,— a Shield to 
guard and defend,— a Friend infinitely powerful and com- 
passionate,— a glorious Resting place through, all the 
changes of time, through all the ages of eternity. 

Shall he not be yours ? O I entreat you, if you have 
any regard for your future well-being, if you wish to be 
holy and blessed forever, resign yourself cordially into his 
dear faithful hands, and choose him for your portion, 
your God, and your all. Defer not another moment, lest 
that moment should place you beyond the reach of mercy, 
beyond the solace of hope. Death cannot be far distant 
Many, younger than you, have taken, their flight to the 
bar of God. In some unexpected instant, you may fall 
before the universal conqueror, and go to receive your 
doom for eternity. You know you must die, and let me 
affectionately tell you, that you may die soon. O then I 
entreat you to prepare without delay. You will never, 
never repent of loving and serving God, nor of doing it 
too early. Religion is the only thing you will want on 
the agonizing pillow of death, and if it is needful then, is 
it not important that you should possess it now, since 
this night your soul may be required of you. God is 
waiting to be gracious ; the Saviour's arms are open to 
receive you ; but if you continue to rebel, He that sits 
upon the throne may swear in his wrath you shall never 
see his rest. 

What more shall I say* Vltot more *w&\ w|> ^ 
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that I could tell you of that eternity to which you are 
hastening. O that I could lead you to think of those 
ages on ages which shall never end ; which you, and I, 
and all rational beings, must spend in heaven or hell. 
This eternity we must soon enter, and become acquaint* 
ed with joy or sorrow greater than we can now conceive* 
My beloved friend, think of these things. Attend to the 
things that make for your peace, before they are forever 
hidden from your eyes. Listen to the voice of conscience, 
to the warnings and invitations you daily receive, to Him 
who speaks from above in accents of love, " Give me thy 
heart." 

I commend you to the pious instructions of your parents 
and friends. I commend you to the counsel, benediction, 
and keeping of your father's God. May the Lord reno- 
vate and sanctify your heart, guide you in life, comfort 
you in death, and bless you with his love through eternity* 

Remember me with affection to your honoured parents, 
with a wish for the best of heaven's blessings to rest upon 
their souls, and the souls of their children. Love dear 
Betsy, and listen to her advice. 



LETTER TO MES £. C. OF WENHAM. 

Beverly, Sep. 2, 1814. 

My dear Mas 0. 

You requested me to write, and my own inclination 
urges me to comply with your request. In treating en 
the great truths of the gospel, truths of more importance 
to your soul and mine than language can express, I shall 
write with plainness ; and you cannot surely wish me to 
do otherwise. 

In reply to my question, whether you had a hope, I 
think you observed, that you sotneUmes feuc«& ^<ssx 
no evidence. It remains then to too^t** 
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evidences of a well grounded hope,— that hope which none- 
but a Christian can possess. I apprehend these evidences 
are,— love, supreme love to the glorious character of God, 
as exhibited in his word and works ; — a governing regard 
to his glory ;— a conformity of heart to his moral image 
a cordial delight in his holy law ;— a constant and vigorous 
endeavour to keep all his commandments a hatred to sin 
in all its various forms and actings ;— a most endearing af- 
fection and union to Jesus Christ; — and entire reliance on 
his merits. I might enumerate many more ; but these 
are sufficient to enable you to decide, whether your hope 
be true or false. Permit me to say, that no person in a. 
state of nature, ever possessed one of these evidences, and 
every Christian possesses all, and other concomitant 
ones. 

Great, my friend, is that change of heart necessary to 
an entrance into the kingdom of heaven. It is a radical 
change of the views, feelings, and dispositions of the soul, 
effected by the operation of the Holy Spirit. Without 
this, I neither expect to enter the New Jerusalem myself, 
nor to see any one else there. He who cannot lie hath 
said, " Ye must be born again ;" and sooner shall the 
heavens pass away, than one jot or title of his word shall 
fail. Are we the subjects of this change ? If we are, we 
are safe on the Rock of ages, have deposited our treasures 
in the bright world of glory, and the united powers of 
earth and hell can never prevent our salvation. But if 
we are not, we are condemned already : the law thunders 
Its tremendous curses ; the wrath oi Omnipotence abides 
on our souls ; and hell with all its horrors is open before 
us. While in this state, we practically say to the Al- 
mighty, " Depart from us ; we desire not the knowledge 
of thy ways ; we will not have thee to reign over us we 
live in continual violation of Yns\\oVj c»m««ixA&\^W 
ter the malignant iniquities o£ out ^ 
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hearts, and we make incessant and rapid advances to 
that land where hope sheds not its soothing balm, where 
mercy drops not a cheering solace. 

It is a solemn consideration, my friend, that, till we 
act from holy principles, we can do nothing well pleasing 
to God. For he can accept of no services which do not 
flow from love to him ; and of true love to him, every 
unrenewed heart is entirely destitute. Hence the vast 
importance of immediate repentance, and lively faith in 
Christ our Lord. Ever)' moment we procrastinate these 
great duties, we hazard all the bliss of heaven ; and for 
aught we know, fix our future destiny in the abyss of 
despair. Shall we, can we, be regardless of the things 
that belong to our peace? Have we no concern for these 
souls of ours, which must survive all sublunary things, 
and* live forever beyond the grave ? Do we despise that 
salvation which a Saviour bled to purchase; and which 
now he tenders from his exalted throne, " without money 
and without price ?" Shall we not awake from our dan- 
gerous slumbers, and use every effort to obtain an inter- 
est in that kingdom which shall stand forever? Surely 
it is time. We have passed many precious years in the 
service of the prince of darkness. The remainder of our 
allotted time must be short. The last sand will soon 
drop ; and then all that is undone, must be undone for- 
ever. The closing period of life, how unutterably so- 
lemn ! How precious will the religion of the cross then 
be ! a religion which can diffuse immortal comforts a- 
round the pillow of death, strip the last enemy of all his 
terrors, and open the gate of paradise to the separating 
spirit. How desirable then to have that hope, which shall 
be an anchor to the soul amidst the struggles of dissolv- 
ing nature, and direct the closing eye to a country where 
the tempestuous storms, which rage uvxK\&fck\w& 
vever, never rise ; but where unruSELeA vysakv*.* 
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heavenly charms, and joys divinely transporting forever 
grow! But that eventful moment, which crowns the 
Christians' hope with full fruition, destroys the hope of 
the hypocrite, and whelms his soul in endless woe. Then 
*' tired dissimulation drops its mask every refuge of 
lies, every false comfort flees away, and all dreams of fu- 
ture glory are transformed into sad realities of everlasting 
misery. The self-deceived and deluded hypocrite, who 
had fondly imagined himself sure of heaven, shall too 
late bewail his mistake, when surrounded by the eternal 
flames. His hope expires with his breath, and leaves him 
to the corroding anguish of unutterable disappointment 

O «iy friend, we have reason to tremble in view of 
these awful truths. Should we build our houses upon the 
sand, they will fall before the rising storm, and bury our { 
souls in irreparable ruins. Let us not madly bind a hope 
to our bosoms which will facilitate our destruction, and 
forsake our sinking spirits in the opening light of futurity. 
Let us not think we are tracing the upward path to Zion's 
hill, while wc are bending our course to the mansions of 
despair. Without holiness we shall never gain admit- 
tance into those regions where consummate purity for- 
ever reigns. Natural amiablcness without grace, will 
avail nothing with Him whose eyes are like a flame of 
fire, to search the heart and try the reins of the children 
of men. We may have many moral virtues, many plea- 
sing qualities and attainments, and yet be void of every 
good exercise, and far from that way of peace which leads 
to glory on high. A false hope is easily imbibed, but 
perhaps seldom eradicated, till death unveils. eternity. 

O my friend, let me earnestly entreat you to examine 
the ground on which you stand, and realize you do it for 
eternity. Your everlasting all is implicated. You are 
amenable to a tribuna\ from njYwlcYv xWi^v^w^ w^al; 
the decvAons of which must be ^edMXVf ^nfe 
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terable. This is your day of probation. It is hastening 
away ; and every moment, as it passes, can no more re- 
turn. Look a little forward, and view approaching death, 
judgment, and eternity. The scenes of mortality will 
soon terminate ; the enchanting beauties of earth will re- 
cede forever from our grasp ; but the consequences of our* 
conduct will be infinitely interesting, and abide through 

» rolling ages. And when eternity shall be our portion, 
we shall see these truths in all their energy, solemnity, 
and awful import. 

Let me urge you, my friend, to prepare to meet your 
God. Let me entreat you to realize your situation, to 
awake to your own eternal good, to secure Christ for your 
Redeemer and your God, before he shall assume the 

* seat of judgment, and award incorrigible sinners to the 
" blackness of darkness" forever. Except you bow before 
Jesus in humble abasement, be sprinkled with his aton- 
ing blood, and appropriate his salvation to yourself by 
faith, you can never find that rest which remains for the 
children of God. Give conscience leave to speak, and 
. attend without delay to its faithful admonitions. O give 
not slumber to your eyes, till your soul rests securely on 
the glorious Corner- Stone laid in Zion ; for there only 
will you find safety, when the incensed wrath of Omnipo* 
tence shall burst in one eternal storm on all the impeni- 
tent. Take refuge this moment in those arms, which 
once were transfixed with rugged nails for the rescue of 
perishing worms, and which are now benevolently ex- 
panded to embrace repenting sinners. All things are 
now ready. The door of heaven is wide open ; and the 
way which leads thither is exactly pointed out in the 
oracles of eternal truth. Will you not, then, be wise for 
eternity ? 

Be assured, my friend, 1 have sou^V 
in penning these important truths. 1 cwv £\n* ^qvx 

2 A 
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greater proof of my friendship, than I have now manifest- 
ed. Let me indulge the fond hope, that you will receive 
this with candour, and as though it were my dying ad- 
vice, attend to it with deep solicitude. If you find any 
thing repugnant to scripture, reject it with abhorrence ; 
but if these things are true, they merit our solemn con- 
sideration. I commend you to Him, who alone can sav- 
ingly illuminate your soul, and guide your feet to yonder 
hill of Zion, where all the redeemed of the Lord shall 
stand in immortal glory, and make the celestial plains to 
ring with songs of joy. My dear, dear friend, with the 
most tender anxiety, with ardent wishes for your future 
felicity, I bid you an affectionate adieu, &c. 

make God your friend, and heaven your home. 

LETTER TO MRS A. N. OF WENHAM. 

Beverly, Sept. 3, 1814. 

1 seize a hasty moment, my friend, from the neces- 
sary refreshment of sleep, toVrite you a few lines. 

May I ask, are you near to God by the blood of sprink- 
ling, or far off in nature's darkness ? Have you meat 
to eat that the world knows nothing of ; or do you feed 
your immortal mind with the perishable husks of earthly 
joys ? If our comfort be scriptural, it will be accompanied 
with the renunciation of all known sin, a vigorous per- 

• formance of all known duties, a dread of temptation, and 
an habitual desire to please God. In keeping the com- , 
mandments there is great reward. But the joy and con- 
fidence which are not materially lessened by the com- 
mission of sin, may well be suspected to arise from a 
wrong source. True religious joy will lead us to watch 
and pray, to be humble and penitent at the feet of Jesus, 
to deny ourselves and taV.e up tYk* cxo**, wad walk in the 

path of duty, however strait aiv& ttoctwr, Yuaeus 
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with difficulties and trials. All other joy is vain, is dan- 
gerous, and calculated to lull us to sleep in thoughtless 
security, till our souls sink in the flames of hell. 

Many, it is to* be feared, deceive their own souls, 
thinking themselves something; when they are nothing i 
imagining they are 'christians, while they retain their 
native love of evil*, and are destitute of saving grace. 
Many, who profess themselves the children of God, have 
no part nor Tot in the salvation of Christ, and will hear 
from the Hps of their Juo'ge at the last great day, " De- 
part from me, I never knew you." Many have the lamp 
of profession ; but what will that avail without the oil of 
divine grace ? Alas 1' without repentance, it will only en- 
crease their condemnation, and involve them deeper in fu- 
ture wretchedness. Awful indeed must be the situation 
of those, who while they name the name of Christ, cru- 
cify him afresh, and put him to open shame. They open 
the mouths of sinners against our holy religion, harden 
the hearts of the careless, grieve the children of the Most 
High, and are a stumbling block in the way of many. If 
tBey die strangers to the power of vital religion, what 
pen can describe their anguish, when they stand trem- 
bling before their Judge, and hear him speak in a voice 
like thunder, " Who hath required this at your hands r" 
Their criminality must then appear in all its odious light; 
and cover them with confusion, consternation, and des- 
pair. They must lie down in endless sorrow, though 
once they vainly thought they were sure of heaven. 

O my friend, when I' think of these things, I tremble 
fbr others, — I tremble for myself. We have reason to fear, 
that through the deceitfulness of our own hearts, we shall 
at last come short, and prove that we are Christians on- 
ly in name. Let us see whether Christ is formed in us 
the hope of glory ; or whether v/e are wft. ^«X\?k wax ivws>* 
walking in that broad road which Xo ^ 
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we have been deceiving ourselves, it will be far better to 
discover it now, than when it is too late to rectify mis- 
takes — too late to repent, and work out our salvation. 
O let us, with the greatest diligence, attend to the one 
thing needful, and so number our fleeting days as to ap- 
ply our hearts to true wisdom. Soon our mortal years 
will be ended ; and then we shall commence an eternal 
round of joy or wo. And in eternity we shall reap the 
reward of our doings on earth. We shall feel the effects 
of our present conduct, when time has finished his ap- 
pointed course, when the heavens shall be rolled together 
as a scroll, when creation shall lie in mighty ruins, and 
when one vast eternity shall be all in all. Nay, we shall 
l£ sensible of their influence, as long as our existence en- 
dures. 

O then how important it is, that we should awake from 
sleep, and sow to the Spirit, that we may of the Spirit 
reap life everlasting* Now is the accepted time, and now 
is the day of salvation. To-morrow we may be where 
all is immutable and eternal. O could we realize these 
considerations as we ought, what solemnity and awe 
would fill our minds ; how jealous should we be over our- 
selves, how afraid of deception, how watchful against sin 
an 1 Satan, how engaged in duty, how constant and ar- 
dent in prayer, how earnest to approve ourselves to the 
Searcher of hearts. Let us then forsake our sins, and 
penitently return to the Lord ; for our souls are infinitely 
precious ; time is short, and eternity is near. May we 
both be made holy in heart and life, that we may glorify 
God on earth, and at death have an entrance ministered 
to us into that kingdom which consists in righteousness, 
peace, and eternal joy. O my friend, rest not unless you 
are created anew in Christ, &c. 
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LETTEB TO MBS S. £. D. OF BEVERLY. 

My Dear Mrs D. Beverly Sept. 1814. 

TriE present is indeed a day of darkness, of thick' 
darkness, illumined but with a few glimmering rays of 
cheering light. Our national iniquities are exceedingly 
numerous and aggravated, so that God in just judgment' 
has poured out his wrath upon us, to show us that it is 
an evil and bitter thing to forsake him. And if these 
afflictions might lead us to consider our ways, mourn with 
godly sorrow over our sins, and penitently return unto 
the Rock of our salvation, then we might hope that the 
Lord would spare us, defend 1 and protect us, and favour 
us with his gracious smiles. But, alas ! our pride, am* 
bition, and vanity, have arisen to a greater height ; and - 
we ' seem to grow more hardened under divine rebukes* - 
Much do we need a spirit of humility, of amity, and of 
dependence on the Almighty, and a thorough universal ' 
reformation, that again we may enjoy those blessings we 
once possessed, but which we so wickedly abused and 
forfeited. O may the saints of the Most High seek the 
good of Jerusalem, and pray and labour for her prosperity, 
till her brightness go forth as a lamp that burneth, and 
her rising glory fill the earth. The glorious appearing' 
and power of Emanuel shall destroy the man of sin, 
subdue every enemy of his church, and cause the ran- 
somed to travel the road that leads - to the celestial Zion, 
with* gladness and songs of joy. The day of the millen- 
nium is not far-distant. Already with eager expectations 
we look for its dawn ; and our bosoms glow with delight, 
when we contemplate what glory it will bring to God, 
what happiness to man. The desolation*, 
and afflictions of the church, and m\ac&«& 
of a wretched world, will soon . came to *xw 
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happy saints will soon take the kingdom, and possess it 
for evqr ; while the King of saints shall display the ban- 
ners of his cross through this wide earth, and all the 
numerous tribes of heathen nations of the world shall 
bow in homage at his feet. The church shall dry her 
tears, bid adieu to her sorrows, and shine in her beauti- 
ful garments, the joy of many generations. Hosannas 
to the name of Jesus shall fall from the mouths of babes; 
and every lip shall sing in cheerful strains the praises of 
the King of kings. O my sister, what a glorious period 
is just at hand, even at the door ! And amidst all these 
calamities and commotions, when errors come in like a 
flood, and temptations to apostasy are on every side, how 
important it is that Christians should hold fast that which 
they have, and be ever abounding in the work of the 
Lord I How closely should they walk with God; that they 
may derive from him all those supplies of grace and 
strength which they need in the discharge of their va- 
rious duties! Their faith and patience must be tried; 
but they will endure every trial, and in the end be more 
than conquerors over all their enemies. The Lord God 
of Israel is their inheritance, their refuge, and their sal- 
vation, and all his perfections are pledged to secure their 
complete redemption, and the final triumph of his cause 
over all the earth. 

If we, my dear friend, can repose our trust in Jehovah, 
we need not despond though there be "great distress and 
perplexities among the nations ; though all nature be con- 
vulsed and rent in dreadful anarchy. Amidst the most 
tremendous revolutions we may rejoice, and joy in the 
God of our salvation. O may we be favoured with holy 
confidence in him, that we may not hang our harps upon 
the willows, nor go mourivm^ a\\ \ka Aa^ It be- 

comes Christians to rejoice V& <k*x 
show to others that n&gu>u is ™* * 
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as many are prone to believe. And the Lord is pleased, 
when be sees his children abound in grateful joy and 
praise, united with penitence and humility. 

My dear, dear sister, take comfort, and still hope in 
your covenant God ; for. he is a Rock upon which you 
may stand securely in time and to eternity. He has 
been your helper in six troubles, and in seven, and . he 
will be your refuge forever ; giving you abundant reason 
still to sing of his mercy, faithfulness, and loving kind- 
ness. The soul that leans on him shall never be dis- 
mayed nor confounded ; but shall go from strength to 
strength in this desart land, and hereafter appear in the 
Zion above, to join the innumerable company around the 
throne in songs of ceaseless praise. May this be the pri- 
vilege of my dear sister, and her unworthy Fanny. O 
may grace, free grace, make us meet for the blessed nesa 
of the redeemed above ; and when time shall close with 
us, introduce us to that city not made with hands, e- 
ternal in the heavens. And to grace 6hall be all t&e 
glory. 

May the Lord bless you and yours with showers of the 
richest blessings. When you commune with God, some- 
times think of me, &c 

LETTER TO MRS L. B. OF SALEM. 

Beverly, Sept II, 1814. 

My deab Mrs B. 

I am happy to acknowledge the receipt of a few lines 
from you last evening, by which I understand the inten- 
tion of your sisters to devote to prayer a part of the hour 
from two to three, when from one to two is not practi- 
cable. I rejoice that you have agreed to meet in spirit at 
the throne of grace ; and I think tYie time -3 to. ^» 
beat which could be selected, mors es^QAsJ^ ^ 
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of its nearness to ours. I shall often, in imagination, vi- 
sit your retirements, and participate with you in the 
heavenly solace of communion with God ; while my warm* 
est wishes shall ascend in unison with yours, that our 
supplications may be these of humble faith and sincerity, 
that they may meet with the divine acceptance through 
the mediation of our adorable Emanuel. " Praying 
breath shall not be spent in vain."' 

Blessed are those who sigh and cry in secret' places for 
the abominations which abound in our guilty land ; for 
their tears and moans shall be a sweet memorial before 
God of their detestation of sin, and of their ardent love, 
to the souls of sinners. And though the Almighty may 
pour out his fury unceasingly upon our much loved coun- 
try, yet his dear children are safely hid in his pavtfion,' 
and shall surely find him a present help in time of trou- 
ble. He is a resting place, where we may sweetly repose 
our souls when heavy laden with a sense of indwelling 
iniquity, and burdened with oppressive wo. He presides 
over our convulsed world ; overrules all events for the. 
good of his church, and the glory of his name, and with 
a regard to that auspicious period when all shall know- 
him from the least to the greatest, and the beauty of Zi- 
on shine conspicuously over this benighted earth. When 
shall the millennial morn shed its cheering splendour among 
the nations, and the Day Star from on high lighten the 
heathen tribes to the mount of glory } O when shall the 
lapsed millions of our race fasten every hope of bliss on 
the cross of Calvary, and unite in one vast harmonious 
chorus of praise to the Lamb ? O for the long expected 
era, when all the ends of the earth shall rejoice in- the sal- 
vation of God, be filled with the happy subjects of re* 
deeming grace, and reflect tiae Vmagb ^feW\$ee ^orld, 
where holiness, peace, and Vta^™*** 
enly charms, and *>*g» of to* 
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from every lip. Though we, my amiable friend, may ere 
that time close our eyes on mortal things, yet if our spi- 
rits salute the glories which grow on mount Zion, we 
shall behold from thence the victories of Emanuel on 
this perishable ground ; and O what .gladness, what trans- 
port, what rapture, will fire our bosoms at the glorious 
view ! May the bliss of Paradise be ours to enjoy, when 
these changing scenes end with us in an unchanging eter- 
nity. 

I often think of our first and last interview with pen- 
sive pleasure, and hope you will favour me with another, 
if you find it consistent. But as life and all things here 
are uncertaiu, I direct my eyes to a region, where the 
saints of the Most High shall all soon collect to part no 
more forever, and where pious friends shall be more in- 
timately and endearingly allied, than it is possible to be 
in this unfriendly clime. My dear, dear sister, may we 
see each other there, and enjoy a friendship ineffably sub- 
lime, which no death qr separation shall ever wound— a 
friendship, pure as those realms of light, and immortal 
as our souls. 

When you have an hour of leisure you will give joy 
to my heart by writing a long letter, though I am most 
unworthy. Tender, most respectful and affectionate love 
to dear Mr B. accompanied with an ardent wish, that the 
Lord would shed upon him abundantly the influences of 
his sanctifying, illumining, and comforting Spirit, and make 
him an eminent instrument of good to immortal beings* 
May you, my dear Mrs B. enjoy richly that peace which 
passes understanding, pass your fleeting days in tran- 
quillity and usefulness ; and, when the scene of mortal life 
closes, enter into that rest which remains for the people 
of God. 

Accept with candour this small express^ xccj ^ 
teem; and when you commune YtttYi Heroin, t*a&fc 
affectionate petition for your unworthy, 
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journal 1814. 
Oct. 2. Have this day been permitted to encircle the 
table of my divine Redeemer, and again renew my en* 
gagetnents to be his. But ah ! what coldness, what in- 
difference, what amazing sottishness usurp their sway 
over my heart, and paralyze every rising emotion of piety. 
What infinite reason have I to abase myself below ail 
mankind, and freely confess 1 am of sinners the ve/y 
chief. O I need true humility, a deep and abiding view 
of my own depravity, while faith's enlightened eye fastens 
on the bleeding Lamb of God, and points to a region 
where perfection flourishes in immortal charms. Beaute- 
ous indeed must be that house not made with hand* 
eternal in the heavens, filled with holy inhabitants, and 
abounding with every blessing its Maker can devise. May 
I be so favoured as to find some humble mansion there, 
when this earthly tenement shall be dissolved by the chill- 
ing blast of death. O my Redeemer, be thou my Sun to 
illumine my path through this benighted world, and to 
gild the lonely vale of death with some heavenly ray. Let 
thy precious blood be efficaciously applied to my polluted 
soul, that it may be a temple fit for thee. Come, my 
Saviour, remove this interposing veil, and disclose to m* 
those boundless charms of thine, which inflame the bosom 
of the most exalted seraph with extacy, and tune his heart 
to celebrate thy praise. • v 

* These were probably the last words she ever wrote* About 
the middle of October she was seized with an inflammation iaths, 
brain, of wAich she never recovered* 
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4 " But to do good and to coramuuioate, forget nut ; Cor with inch Mcrifices 
God U wdl pleated, Heb. xiii. 16." 



r^J^HE age in which we live has many peculiarities. It is 
distinguished by the great efforts that are made to pro- 
mote opposite interests. To do good, on the one hand, 
and evil on the other, much zeal has been excited, and 
many exertions have been, and are, put forth. It cannot^ 
be immaterial, where we take our stand, and what part 
we act. The consequences to be produced will be pro- 
portionate, no doubt, to what is done to produce them. 
At a time when energy and decision are so much called 
for, such words as those of St Paul in Gal. vi. 9, 10. are 
worthy of very particular and serious attention : 

And let us not be weary in well doing ; for in due sea* 
son we shall reap, if we faint not As we have therefore 
opportunity, let us do good unto all men. 

I will offer a few remarks upon this interesting subject. 

It is easy to find good precepts and rules for mankind, 
and to extort from them a confession of the propriety and 
beauty of these rules ; but to persuade them into a con- 
duct which is according to what they know, and are ob- 
liged to acknowledge, to be their duty, is not so practi- 
cable a matter. What is proposed to them in general 
terms, expressive of their obligations, ^^to&^&fc&fe 
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difficulty in admitting ; but when particulars come to be 
considered, and a course of practice to be entered upon, 
endless evasions, excuses, and apologies, will be resorted 
to, rather than a disinterested, firm, and manly engage* 
mcnl to undertake whatever benevolence and piety maj 
require. And indeed it is no uncommon thing for pep 
tons to stand by and applaud the public enterprising spi- 
rit and laudable efforts of others, when devising schemes, 
submitting to privations, encountering discouragements, 
and putting their hands to arduous attempts in the, ser- 
vice of God and of their fellow-men, while their own 
lukewarm ness or apathy is such as to prevent their mak- 
ing a single effort to strengthen the hands of the good 
and faithful. Many appear to esteem it enough for them 
to discern with shrewd and penetrating eye what is need- 
ed, and what would, if accomplished, be an unspeakable 
advantage, without feeling themselves constrained to em- 
bark in an undertaking, which, though most important 
in its object, may be attended with perplexity and em- 
barrassment, and prove abortive at last. When the evils 
which call for a remedy are reflected upon, or exhibited 
under some of their odious and aggravated forms, these 
persons can utter as loud a groan, breathe out as heavy a 
sigh, and pour forth as many tears, as any other person; 
but to proceed any further, they want the necessary sti- 
mulus. They are sorry, exceedingly sorry, to find things 
in so ill a condition ; — to have occasion to bewail so 
many evils prevailing in the earth; — to see mankind 
suffering the bitter consequences of a thousand inveterate 
maladies :— They wish it were otherwise :— And if there 
are any who can invent and apply an effectual remedy, 
they heartily wish they may undertake and succeed. For 
themselves, though they are friends to the cause, and 
would exceedingly rejoice m \V.s ^to«^crA^ , vJasivt «taa*cfi& 
is so peculiar, so uufavoura\Ae to *cv>) nwj *^v\*&«u*- 



of Miss Fanny Woodbury. 297 

tions, that they most leave this business to those who 
can see more promising symptoms of success, are more 
*t leisure to undertake, are more competent to do some* 
thing to effect, or, in fine, have abilities and influence to 
mark them out as proper persons to be employed in do- 
ing good. All allow, that an evil world calls for a great 
deal of active benevolence to keep its affairs in any thing 
like a tolerable state. None are so blind and stupid as 
not to be sensible, that, though God has the supreme pre- 
rogative of moral government, to fix and maintain the 
proportion of good and evil which is on the whole best for 
the system, human agency is altogether requisite to bring 
things to their ultimate issue. We have often witnessed 
how good men have made things better, and bad men 
have made them worse. In how few instances shall we 
find, that changes for the better have been accomplished, 
in the circumstances of individuals and communities, 
without the seasonable and wholesome interference of hu- 
man hands ? On the contrary, it is a baleful influence, 
Co be traced to evil men and seducers, that has wrought 
the mischiefs which have put so dismal and melancholy 
a complexion on the affairs of mortal men. Hence it is 
manifest with what propriety the apostle exorts, And let 
us not be weary in well doing. Although these words 
seem not so applicable to those who have never acquired 
a habit of doing good, have never ventured at all into 
this laudable path, -yet it is 'hoped, that they may have 
some good effect even upon them, and may produce in 
thorn a spirit of godly emulation to vie with all good men 
in deeds of love, in earnest endeavours to promote true 
virtue and solid happiness in the world. We need not 
go into any discussion to show, that as moral beings and 
as members of society, we ought to do good upon every 
opportunity; and that this is a busuv^a ^ WVv 4^sl 
never become irksome, nor lie vx^ou \ht *\snj&r» 
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which it is weary to bear. Who is there that docs not 
esteem it a matter of importance to use his time and fa- 
culties in doing good ? Who will not acknowledge, that it 
is infinitely better to do good than to do evil? Who 
would not condemn himself, if he were convicted of pre- 
ferring the latter to the former ? How happens it then, 
that so little is done in the spirit of that law of our reli- 
gion which requires us to love our neighbour as ourselves, 
and to do unto others even as we would that they should 
do unto us ? The grand difficulty is, that we darken our 
own understandings with false .glosses, with representing 
things to our own minds under mistaken appearances, so 
that evil becomes good and good evil. Accordingly, a 
selfish man is not to be convinced, that it would be do- 
ing good to set aside his own interest, and make himself 
subservient to the well-being of his neighbour. The god 
of this world blinds the minds of them that believe not, 
so that they never see it to be a good act to seek the 
things which are Jesus Christ's, rather than their own 
things. If they are backward in regard to this or that 
object of supposed public utility, it is not because they 
are willing to be thought indifferent to the real interest of 
the community ; but because the good contemplated is 
not judged great enough to counterbalance some certain 
evil to which it stands opposed. The most useful service, 
therefore, to be performed, in treating upon the present 
subject, will be to specify and make evident, what would 
tye an exact compliance with the apostle's injunction. 

It shall be my endeavour to point out a way t>f well- 
doing, and to propose objects of benevolent attention, and 
then to apply a stimulus to faithfulness in the duty mark- 
ed out. In prescribing duty, it may be proper to notice 
what are the objects to which a particular respect is to be 
bad; and then to shew, lYiaX \&v* S& \» W <i*. 
tended to all men. 
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First, Let us inquire what are the great objects which 
benevolence seeks to promote. The apostle comprehends 
all under the general idea of doing good ; which embraces 
much, all indeed that is valuable, either in time or in e- 
ternky. Benevolence sets those things first which are 
of the greatest worth, and prosecutes them with the great* 
est spirit and ardour. But in the heat of zeal for great 
achievements, it does not overlook advantages of smaller 
consideration. Whatever is useful, aflbrds scope to the 
benevolent mind, and will not be spurned away because 
it does not shine with the highest degree of lustre. We 
are accustomed to divide men's interests into two classes,, 
accordingly as they seem most to respect the life that 
now is, or that which is to come. And we say, that it is 
the part of benevolence to do good to men, 

1. In regard to their temporal concern*. 

True it is, that the interests of this world, and those of 
the world to come, have an important relation to each o* 
ther ; so that he who is assisted in regard to the one class 
of interests, derives a benefit in respect to the other. But 
still it may be proper to maintain the distinction that has, 
been made. The man who loves to do good will be ready 
to avail himself of all incidents which put it in his power 
to be serviceable to his neighbour. If he sees him in af- 
fliction, he will do what he can to impart comfort. If he 
finds him weak, he will try to strengthen and support 
him. The faint and hungry he will not leave at 
his gate to famish, if it be in his power by any lam* 
Jul means to supply their wants.* He will lend to 
him that asketh, and from him that would borrow 



* This reminds us of a very pleasing anecdote, lately told of Mo* 
zart, the celebrated Music Composer, which shows how the sweet- 
ness of his genius went hand in hand with hu> \^^jcXvqaL V\<c&Nra& 
and benerolence ; and how a man may \>itTv*\vj ^ko»«ea«* 
to serve a benevolent put pose, -whex* Yv* Va \*aoi Vcv <tfO&RX 
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of him be will not turn away. He will not reserve 
all his bounty and all his acts of kindness, for occasions 
the most conspicuous and urgent ; but will be continually 
casting good seed into the ground which may grow and 
bring forth fruit beyond expectation. The man of chari- 
ty and tender feeling is known from others in the most 
private walks of life, and in those scenes that have the 
least in them to excite general attention. His hands 
leave a sweet perfume upon every object which he 
handles. They who are conversant with him, are re- 
freshed by the generous sensibility of his heart, and the 
communicative liberality of his hands even where the care* 



of assisting his fellow-creatures. His charity was asked one day 
in the streets of Vienna, by a person who had known better days ; 
and as the great musician knew better how to heap up silver sounds 
than silver coin, he felt his pocket for the poor fellow in vain. Un- 
easy at his want of money at such a moment, a thought suddenly 
struck him ; end he asked the man to wait while he went into a 
tavern, where, calling for pen and ink, he sat down and composed 
a minuet on the spot; then, folding up the piper, he returned, 
and giving it to his petitioner, told him to carry it to a music pub* 
lisher in the city, who would give him something when he saw the 
contents. He did so accordingly, and received, we think, (for we 
repeat the story from memory) five double ducats. The circum- 
stance deserves to be recorded, and the minuet itself is worthy of the 
occasion. It exhibits a singular mixture of science, which Mozart 
perhaps took a just pride in exhibiting at such a sudden call, with 
th t exquisite natural beauty which is so apparent throughout his 
works. It teaches us this practical lesson, that there are few, 
if any, who want the power of doing good in some way or other, 
if they are possessed of the desire ; — silver and gold perhaps they 
have none ; but what they have, or can command, they will be 
anxious to give ; and we know, that in some cases, even a cup of ' 
cold water may be an acceptable boon ; and when given in this 
spirit, and from a right principle, Vitt Y« tvo «fiwVa%tti 
the sight of him who judgeAh accotd'w^ Vo *m«sv 
not according to what he bate »oU Uwiom. 
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less by-stander discovers nothing to excite particular ob- 
servation. In such a world as this, they who delight in 
doing good, who have a heart that cherishes sentiments, 
of kindness and good will, are more useful than them* 
selves, or those around them, are sensible of. A thousand 
tender expressions and offices of love steal from them 
insensibly, as it were, and unobserved, by which many 
sorrows are repressed, many asperities of life smoothed, 
many pleasant feelings excited, and many dark hours 
rendered light and joyous. The good man, who loves his 
neighbour, and not himself only, does good by his smiles,, 
his friendly and affectionate conversation, his judicious 
and seasonable hints upon all the affairs of life, and the 
ready part he takes in the interest of those, whom it is ia 
his power to serve, though it be in things of the smallest 
magnitude. In this blessed class of men whom shall we 
include ? and from it whom shall we shut out, as having 
no part nor lot with them ? It is made up of a glorious 
catalogue of persons, whom none can know, and whom 
none can duly appreciate, but such as have come in con- 
tact with them ; and of whom none can be ignorant, who 
have associated with them enough to feel the effect of 
their temper and doj>oriment. Their justice, their com- 
passion, their affability and courtesy, endear them to all 
who come wiihin the sphere of their influence. Stran- 
gers to their habits, inimical to their principles, and con- 
temners of their virtues, are all those whose greatest so* 
licitude is to place a hedge about themselves and all that 
they have, lest some • straying particles should escape 
from the mass of what thev have gathered together, and 
bring back nothing in return but the blessing of him who 
was rea<ly to perish. What we suffer in oiir temporal in- 
terests, more generally gives us the deepest sense >f the 
hardness, and cruelty, and injustice vA iW.Sn «Ww^ 
ought to be relieved. Benevolence, N«e Wi, h*y^w 
2b3 
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look unconcernedly on evils of this description ; but will 
make* an effort, if possible, to remove them. Bat in this 
department it may, perhaps, be said, that benevolence 
performs the least of her works. A more distinguished 
class of her operations consists, 

2. In doing good to men in matters which concern 
their spiritual and eternal welfare. 

Under this head may be comprised all those things 
which have influence upon men's hearts and characters, 
to conform them to the standard of gospel ^excellence, 
and to mature them for the kingdom of heaven. Hu- 
man nature suffered the greatest possible injury when 
it was corrupted ; and the greatest benefit it can receive 
is that renovation of the Spirit, in which old things pass 
away, and all things become new. As they are our bit- 
tercst and most formidable adversaries, who uphold us in 
our defection from God, who have influence in leading us 
astray, and plunging us into accumulated guilt, by mak- 
ing our habits of sin stronger and more inveterate ; so 
those are the kindest of benefactors, to whom we are in 
any measure indebted for our recovery out of the snare 
of the devil, and for the redemption of our souls from a 
state of spiritual slavery. On this account is the love 
of God to be so highly extolled, that when we were ene- 
mies, provision was made for our becoming reconciled 
unto God by the death of his Son. Divine beneficence 
is in nothing so wonderful as in turning us from sin to 
holiness, purifying our hearts by faith, and cleansing us 
from an evil conscience and from dead works to serve the 
living God. On the same account have we reason to set 
the highest value on that kind of love and friendship in 
our fellow-men, which prompts them to seek our moral 
and religious improvement, to recover us from the domi- 
nion of sinful habits, and to e&\a^u^**^n&'&fevu& 
foundation. If a man nn&s us Vfc ****** « 
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distressing poverty, and loads us with riches from the n- 
bundance of his own treasures ; if he finds us dangerous- 
„ ly sick, just ready to be devoured by the grave, and by 
his skill and assiduity raises us up, and plants our feet a- 
gain in the smooth and pleasant path of life ; if he re- 
deems us from slavery, so that from heavy chains and 
hard bondage we are restored to liberty and all its enjoy- 
ments ; he is a friend much to be revered and honoured 
for his benignity ; but infinitely more so, if he has bro- 
ken those fetters by which we were held under the power 
of Satan, and made to drudge in his service. Of all 
charitable deeds that is the greatest, which contrives a 
remedy for the diseases of the soul, and liberates the sin- 
ner from his customary devotedness to the flesh and the 
world. Our loudest call for charity is, therefore, in what 
relates to the inner man. If we are accustomed to do 
evil, and there are sins which most easily beset us ; if 
we are wise to do evil, but to do good have no knowledge ; 
if some root of bitterness, some perverse inclination, some 
inordinate and slavish appetite, has wrought itself into 
our inmost affections ; — let some compassionate friend, 
some faithful messenger be sent us from Him who is long 
suffering toward us, and rescue us from the enemy that 
has so terrible a controul over our hearts. Let those 
who know the power of benevolent affection, consider our 
case, and leave no suitable means untried to accomplish 
our salvation. 

There are two articles which come under the head of 
doing good to the soul, which are nearly related indeed 
to each other, but in some respects separable, and pro- 
per to be considered as distinct. These are religion and 
morals. That they are nearly allied to each other is 
manifest from this, that religion is the only certain and 
in&JJjbJe basis of good morals ; and thai im^ 
ways flourish most, where reYigvou is wa^mta&» % 
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to see what is treasured up in the volume of God's holy 
word, presents him with a gift which has not its equal 
beloy the sun. It is a charity, which most resembles 
that love of God which passeth knowledge.* 

In the general work of doing good, the morals of men 
are not to be overlooked. Could we, indeed, by our ut- 
most exertions, open the hearts of men to the reception 
of the Gospel, we might safely rely upon this, as equiva- 
lent to every thing else that benevolence might suggest 
or undertake. Were Christianity cordially embraced, it 

* The good that is done to the soul is of infinitely more import- 
ance than any good that can be done to the body; and the follow- 
ing anecdote shews, that even doing good of this kind is within 
the reach of all : — 

M A benevolent Gentleman in the neighbourhood of London, 
was induced to visit a poor woman who was sick. When be 
entered the room he perceived a Little Girl kneeling at her- 
bed-side, who immediately withdrew. On his enquiring who 
the child was, the sick woman replied, " O ! sir, it is a little 
angel, who frequently comes to read the Scriptures to me, to 
my great comfort, and has just now given me sixpence." Ob 
further inquiry, he found she was one of the girls belonging to a 
neighbouring Sunday-school. The following Sabbath, our friend 
visited the school, and expressed a wish to speak to the child, 
She approached with extreme modesty ; when he asked her, if 
she knew the poor woman just referred to, and if she had been 
to read the Bible to her. She replied, that she both knew 
her and had read the Scriptures to her. He thjen asked what 
had induced her to do so. She answered, «« Because, Sir, I 
find it said in the Bible, that ' Pure religion and undefiled be- 
fore God and the Father is this — to visit the fatherless and 
widows in their affliction.' — * Well,' said he, « and did you 
give her any money ?' — * Yes, sir.'—* And where did you get 
Jt ?' — « Sir, it was the reward given me In this school.' The 
gentleman who related this fact, said, (alluding to the expression 
of the sick woman) • I clasped the little angel in my arms, and 
prayed that the latter part of ihe «vwft*& tcC\^\. 

complished—that God would kee? *»*fi**& 
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irould do more to stamp the lives of men with consisten- 
cy, regularity, and decorum, than all the motives which 
:an be collected from ail other sources. But if it please 
God to leave any under such influence from the god of 
this world, that the light of the glorious Gospel of Christ, 
who is the image of God, does not shine unto them ; if 
they are given up to walk after their own ungodly lusts, 
and to the practice of vices, which are ruinous to the soul 
and to society, as well as offensive to God ; will a bene- 
volent man excuse himself in the neglect of any means 
which afford the least prospect of repressing, or limiting, 
the evil ? Can it be doubted, whether it would be doing 
good, either to individuals or to society, to bring vice 
into reproach, and to fix such a stigma upon it, as to 
make it ashamed of the light ? Surely every good man, 
and all men of decency and consideration, must wish to 
see the manners of the age purified, and all licentiousness 
restrained. And shall we be compelled to believe their 
principles so weak and inactive, that they have no desire 
for a share in the laudable, yet arduous task of setting 
bounds to prevailing corruption ? That, rather than as- 
sume vigour for action, they will stretch themselves upon 
a couch of indolence and ease, waiting the result of what 
others of more spirit and resolution may see cause to at- 
tempt ? — But, in the languor of discouragement and des- 
pondency, it will be demanded, What can be done? 
When the torrent of iniquity has become impetuous and 
overwhelming, how shall it be resisted ? Must not every 
trial to bring it under controul, or even to diminish its 
force, be like a ridiculous attempt to still the raging of 
the sea, to stop the whirlwind in its course, and to hush 
the tempest into a calm ? Thus reasons and exclaims the 
man, whose love of public virtue shines brightest in a 
few empty pretensions, by which he vio\3\& faN\\ m'&A^ 
heHeved that he regrets the abounding \mvftsswS^S> 
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though he sees no encouragement to appear against it as 
one who dares draw his sword against the giant of Gath. 
But let it be remembered, that men have been able to 
encroach upon the ocean, and to wrest from it a portion 
of its wonted bed. They have forced its waters to retreat 
and give them place. And if, in pursuit of worldly 
wealth and accommodations, men have gained such a 
conquest, how much might they accomplish by an active, 
enterprising spirit of benevolence, in causing that deluge 
of wickedness to subside which is overflowing the world ! 
Every individual has it in his power to recommend vir- 
tue and to discourage vice, by the influence ef his own 
example at least ; and this will be found by no means in- 
considerable. But when a multitude arm themselves in 
this cause by joint resolutions, and by combining their 
wisdom, prudence, and firmness for devising and execut- 
ing measures to counteract prevalent wickedness, and to 
look vice out of countenance, it certainly accords with ex- 
perience to predict, that the effect will be great and good. 
There is but one obstacle of any great magnitude in the 
way of enlisting men in this cause, so important to the 
general welfare ; and that is the revenue which some n.en 
draw from the vices of others. When it becomes the in- 
terest of individuals to encourage, or not to suppress 
dissipation, it will be difficult indeed to persuade them ' 
into any measures tending to produce reformation. And 
how melancholy is the thought, All at any should be found 
in this, sad, and, I may say, disgraceful predicament! 
Though the fact may unhappily be such, yet this should 
not deter others, who may feel themselves more at liberty 
to act rationally and benevolently, from throwing the 
whole of their influence into the scale of public virtue and 
happiness, and against that corruption of morals which so 
extensively prevai\s. dovtox. wax, «5\ xsaka 
it tiieir first attention anA cYfcS. \» ^ 
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feave opportunity, will see that a man's real interest can 
never stand in the way of his seeking the welfare of others; 
and that whatever operates as a hindrance or discourage- 
ment to benevolent conduct, though it wear the sem- 
blance of interest, ought to be rejected as unworthy of re- 
gard. What a man gains by aiding to corrupt his fel- 
low men and to spoil their morals, will, on the whole, be 
as a poison lurking in his own veins. That which seems 
a profit in one point of view, is a vastly greater loss in 
another. Let selfishness relinquish all its claims, and 
give up the reins to benevolence, and the individual will 
•be an immense gainer. 

Secondly, Let us consider the universality of the obli- 
gations which benevolence imposes. Do good to all men, 
is the requirement of the gospel. When benevolence 
takes its proper direction, it will avoid all partialities. 
Nothing will be reckoned good for one, which is not good 
for the whole : And if the interest of the whole taken col- 
lectively, is subserved, <jach individual will share in the 
common good. Men, in their wisdom and zeal to do 
evil, have introduced discord, and set one at variance 
with another, so that one is put down, that another may 
be exalted ; and the happiness of some is made to depend 
on the wretchedness or others ; benevolence mourns over 
this adverse state of things, and as far as she has power, 
sets iierself against the evil. This desire of doing good 
dees not conform itself to the various opinions of interest, 
which persons may invent for themselves. Its object is 
not so much to humour prejudice and gratify feeling, as 
to communicate some real and substantial benefit. -Bene- 
volence will not make a sacrifice of one man's rights and 
privileges out of respect to those of another. It rejoices 
not in iniquity, but rejoices in the truth. It holds the 
scales with an even hand between fnettfa axA ^«ofc&» 
between the rich and the poor, the sttOTv^^xAx^^sfc^ 
2 c 
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the honourable and the -despised. Its inviolable law and 
uniform custom, is to render unto everyone his due*; tri- 
bute to wJiom tribute is due, custom to whom custom, fear to 
whom fear, honour to whom honour. 

Thirdly, Let ns now inquire for some powerful stimu- 
lus to this work of doing good. A man would rarely be 
dull and heartless in sowing his field, if he were sure that 
when the season came about, he should have a crop that 
<would bountifully reward his labour ; and with all the 
uncertainty there is in the case, it is not common for hus- 
bandmen to let their fields lie untitled. Though they 
have no certainty that they shall reap, they will not ne- 
glect the proper business of seed time, but go forth bear- 
ing seed, in the hope that he who ministereth seed te 
the sower, and bread to the eater, will smile on their la- 
bour, and cause the earth to yield her increase. The en- 
couragement to good works to such benevolent offices, as 
the present subject inculcates, is greater than the agri- 
culturist enjoys. There is an express and full promise, 
that they who perform works of faith and labours of love, 
shall not spend their strength for nought, and in vain; 
that Jit that ploweth, should plow in hope ; and thai he M 
tkresheth in Itopc, should be partaker of his hope. The 
promise, however, is to those only who apply themselves 
resolutely and perseveringly to the work of the Lord, who 
are not faint-hearted in a good cause, and are not weary 
in well doing. The assurance given, i apprehend, re- ! 
spects two things :— I 

1. The success that shall crown the benevolent exer- 
tions that are put forth in attaining the objects immedi- 
ately aimed at : And, 

2. The reward which awaits the faithful doers of God's 
Trill in the life to come. 

In respect to the ftrst, \*etsoitv* nwYwj* 
with God, have heaitfty tsp^x^wwfc. ^ 
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tue, and are animated with zeat to do their utmost in ad- 
vancing the best interests of the world, there is a suffi- 
cient pledge on God's part, whose it is to give success to 
all enterprises, that their exertions shall lead to a favour- 
able issue. It is not in man to make any thing sure ; 
but God can make all the benevolent counsels and works 
of his creatures to prosper ; and nothing can defeat works 
of this character, but a faint and dilatory spirit in those,, 
by whom they are undertaken. It is always the part of' 
human nature to be timid and doubtful, where any thing 
good as well as great is to be attempted. That time- 
which should be spent in vigorous efforts to surmount 
obstacles, and take possession of the good sought, is apt 
to be worn away in pusillanimous doubting and hesitat- 
ing about the attainableness of the object proposed. It 
is not so, when men's worldly interest or ambition, calls- 
for some signal exertion of their faculties. Difficulty 
then serves only to render them bold and daring, and te- 
niae the flame of emulation to a higher pitch. And 
must the calls of benevolence be disregarded, because 
they summon us into scenes of trial, and assign us * 
post that is not to be maintained without watchfulness, 
energy, and perseverance. 

If the help of man were all upon which we had to cal- 
culate, we should indeed have reason to proceed with the 
greatest diffidence and despondency. We might justly 
eomplain of the end, as being too great for our means ; 
and that the warfare was beyond our strength and re- 
sources. But in doing good, we have the mighty God 
for our pattern and our helper ; because he is at our right 
hand, we shall not be moved. He will approve our bene- 
volent intentions, and give efficacy to our well meant en* 
deavours. Though an host encamp against us, we need 
not fear. In seeking the truest interest *ty& 
mr fellow men, we ought not to promise wcnw&'W 
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approbation and concurrence in all cases. They may re- 
quite our friendship with derision and scorn ; but God 
will not suffer our benevolent exertion to be as waler 
spilt upon the ground. It shall turn ta some good ac- 
count, and produce some good fruit in the thing desired i 
And in addition to this, 

2. It shall procure us final entrance into the joy of our 
Lord. Independently of what is actually wrought by 
our hands to the advantage of those whose welfare we 
seek, a portion of bliss is laid up for us in heaven, as the 
reward of well doing, if we are faithful in imitating Him. 
who overcame, and enjoys the eternal honours of victory 
in the bosom of his Father. Whatever be the profits 
arising to our fellow creatures from our labours of love 
towards them, whether few or many, ours shall be the 
jrlorious reward of having done what we could. For if 
there be first a willing mind, k is accented according to 
what a man hath, and not according to what he liath not. 
Though Israel be not gathered, says the Prophet, yd 
shall I be glorious in the eyes of the Lord, and my Gd 
shall be my slrengUi. This blessedness in God's heaven- 
ly kingdom, shall we reap in due time, if we faint not, 

Let such as feel oppression's load, 

Thy tender pity share ; 
And let the helpless, homeless poor 

Be thy peculiar care. 

Go, bid the hungry orphan be 

With thy abundance blest ; 
Invite the wand'rer to thy gate. 

And spread the couch of rest. 

Let him who pines with piercing cold, 

By thee be warm'd and clad ; 
Be thine the blissful task to make 

The downcast mourner glad. 

Then, brigYvt as toottvxtv^ *\v«\\ vkc& ta3&* 

In peace and y^* tYv ^ ***** 
And glory from 0* V-otfc **w 

Shall bWm o* a\Y <tej 



AN 

ADDRESS TO CHRISTIANS 

ON THE 

IMPORTANCE OF TIME AND ETERNITY* 



XT OW great, my fellow Christians, are your obligations 
to your adorable Redeemer ! How strong and en- 
dearing are tbe ties which bind your souls to him, and 
urge you to ardent zeal in his glorious cause. His grace 
has rescued your souls from exposure to endless flames, 
and will conduct them safely to the hill of Zion, there to* 
mingle in all the sacred felicities and unfading glories of 
the saints in light. When the thunders of the divine 
law filled your hearts with anguish, and there appeared 
but a step between you and all the miseries of the bot- 
tomless abyss, then the hand of mercy from on high con- 
ducted you to the foot of the cross, where, leaving your 
burdens and reposing, your souls, you commenced with 
cheerful step your journey to a better country. Happy 
indeed was the hour of your espousals to Christ. Liber r 
ated from the bondage of Satan, and standjng secure on 
the immoveable Rock, your souls triumphed in the con- 
templation of pardoning mercy, and your lips sung hen 
sannas to your great Deliverer. You were then made 
acquainted with feelings and principles never to be ex- 
tinguished, to which you were before utter strangers. 
Warmed with the ardours of V\o\y £Y&\\\&fa, ^^nxx^x. 
nak, with the devout Psalnaxst, « YI\^v^M^\' RS ^ KI 
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unto the Lord for all his benefits ?" This question you 
have doubtless frequently repeated. Say, my friends, 
have you not a supreme regard to the glory of Odd, a 
predominating desire to honour your Redeemer, and 
extend the victories of his grace? 

You are engaged in a cause precious to angels. For its 
advancement, all holy beings unite their voluntary and 
cheerful exertions, and unholy beings promote it " though 
they mean not so, neither do their hearts think so.** It 
is a cause for which your Redeemer bled ; and he has 
pledged his word that it shall prevail. Every event, 
however minute or apparently inauspicious, will be ulti- 
mately subservient to its prosperity ; and vain are the 
combined efforts of men and devils to exterminate it from 
the earth. Amidst all the commotions and calamities, 
which lay kingdoms and empires waste, covering our 
globe with carnage, devastation and wo, rejoice, Christ- 
ians, that this cause is safe. Exult in those predictions 
of its universal triumph, which we derive from holy men 
of old, " who spake as they were moved by the Holy 
Ghost " How sublime the prospect of the millennial 
glory ! How divinely transporting to penetrate the cheer- 
less night which now wraps the earth, and discover the 
hright effulgence of that morning, which shall ere long 
burst upon the world from on high ; a morning without 
clouds, enlightened by the beams of the Sun of righteous- 
ness, and vocal with songs of salvation from millions of 
redeemed sinners. When a few more j f ears of gloom 
have run their rounds, this period shall arrive with all its 
amazing realities. Then shall this dying world rise to 
immortal life ; and filled with ardent devotion and ad- 
miring joy, shall unite in one immense concert of raptur- 
ous praise. Then shall the ^eaee, ^Yv\<& from 
the regions of purity and \o\e, sca*X« \\» ^tef»%\J«M^ 
ings in every land, amd ^ 
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the bonds of Christian affection. The hearts of men shall 
beat in happy unison, influenced by the benevolent spirit 
of the Gospel, while their lips, touched like Isaiah's with 
hallowed fire, dwell on Emanuel's name with holy trans- 
port. If angels and departed saints rejoice over one re- 
penting sinner, what must be their emotions when nations 
are born in a day ; when unnumbered millions of our 
apostate race reflect the image of Jesus, and are forming 
for eternal improvement in the excellencies and glories of 
the heavenly state ? What celestial ardour will swell their 
bosoms, and how divinely will they attune their harps to 
louder notes of praise ? And shall we, my friends, in 
view of these glorious displays of almighty grace, be in- 
different ? Have our hearts felt the glow of pious affec- 
tion, and shall they not how burn with a livelier flame ? 
Shall we not exclaim, " Even so, come, Lord Jesus ; come 
quickly ?" If this period, so full of glory to God and 
happiness to man, is nigh, even at the door ; and if it is 
to be introduced by the instrumentality of Christians, 
how alluring, how powerful the inducements to new, * 
combined, and vigorous exertions in the cause of Christ ? 
Is it possible for a friend of Jesus to slumber in criminal 
supmeness at this momentous crisis ? 

My friends, " the time is short." With every pass- 
ing moment, with every heaving breath, you cur- 
tail the transient term of life, and draw nearer to 
the grave, « where there is no work, nor device, nor 
knowledge, nor wisdom." Your days are flying » a- 
way with great rapidity, and with them all your op- 
portunities of communicating and receiving good; but 
the manner in which you spend them, will appear from 
the archives of eternity, and will have a vast influence on 
your future condition. Eternity ! Let the word deeoly 
affect your hearts, and extend its salutary ^wict \& *n*v$ 
*ctiotu The consequences of this state 
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reach-through scenes of " futurity for ever future/' through 
•get on ages in endless succession. Our weeks, our 
months, our years are rapidly measuring their flight 
The last particle of our allotted time will soon arrive, and 
leave our mortal frames in the embraces of death, while 
our souls will survey with awful interest, the regions be- 
yond the grave. And when, in the unclouded light of 
eternity, we shall view divine truths, O how infinitely 
important will they appear ! What shall we then think of 
earth, of souls, of heaven, of hell, of the work of redemp- 
tion, of the means of grace, and of engagedness in the 
service of God ? 

Did we live under just apprehensions of eternit}', we 
should " do with our might, whatsoever our hands find to 
do," performing every duty with a promptitude, fidelity, 
and aeal, with which we have now little conception. 
Feeling that we are acting with reference to the bar of 
Jehovah, how earnestly should we seek " that honour 
which cometh from God only." What holy circumspec- 
tion should mark our habitual conduct. With what noble 
indifference should we look upon the censure and applause 
of mortals, and upon all the fleeting things of this world. 
Shall not these considerations be engraven on your minds, 
and urge us to a diligent improvement of our time, our < 
talents, and all our active powers, in preparation for the 
last great day ^ 

I repeat it, Christians, " the time is short." Your mo- 
ments are too invaluably precious, to be trifled away in 
unworthy pursuits, or negligence ; for they will certainly 
be few, and on them rests consequences, lasting as the 
existence of your souls. Your Saviour speaks to your 
souls : " W 01 k while the day lasts, for the night com- 
eth wherein no mai\ caiv viotV O it he realiz- 
ed, that what you. Ao lot Yyvbi X» 
fy. 'Should you »eaY*A V eaw& W*»**«* ^ ^ 
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rifying him, you may never be indulged with more on 
earth ; for death may be at hand to convey you hence. 
Your days, with all their toils and sorrows, are transient, 
and will soon give place to the rest of Canaan, your ever- 
lasting home. " Be not weary in well-doing," nor suffer 
your minds to faint because of crosses and trials, for they 
belong to this state of probation, and are especially the 
'portion of pilgrims and strangers here. What, though 
with David you ascend Mount Olivet, weeping as you 
measure yeur weary steps, yet shortly yo«r feet will stand 
on the verge of heaven, and walk the streets of the New* 
Jerusalem. 

My friends, are you heavHy oppressed with numerous 
and complicated afflictions ? Do you groan under a weight 
of sin ? Turn your eyes then, from this valley of woe, to 
those regions of glory to which you are hastening, where 
millions of holy spirits forever encircle the throne of God, 
and mingle their ceaseless hallelujahs, where the charac- 
ter of the Deity presents its. transcendent charms without 
* a veil, filling the bosoms of saints and of angels, with, 
considerations too mighty for utterance ; where pleasures 
immeasurable and eternal, flow without ceasing from the 
exhaustless river of life, far surpassing the comprehen- 
sion of finite creatures, and such as the language of hea- 
ven alone can adequately describe. O the infinite value 
of that blood, which was shed by the compassionate Sa- 
* viour, to purchase this amazing bliss for worms of the 
dust ! O the boundless mercy, which can raise ruined 
sinners from the gulf of everlasting perdition, to share in 
the exalted employments and felicities of angels. Say 
Christians, is not your Redeemer altogether lovejy, worthy 
of your perfect confidence, your unreserved obedience ? 
Do you not rejoice in prospect of the hour when, far 
from tempestuous winds and storms 
clime, you shall find that rest \\Vvvd^\w««v^ 
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pie of God ? And when, from the heights of the celestial 
Zion, you shall take a retrospect of your wanderings in 
this waste howling wilderness, will you regret your la- 
bours and sufferings in the cause of your Lord ? If tears 
could be found in heaven, you would ingenuously weep to 
think how much time you had wasted, how many oppor- 
tunities of doing good you had neglected, how many duties 
you had entirely omitted, how many others had been 
very coldly performed, and in how many various ways 
you might have advanced the honour of your Divine 
Master, which, alas ! you failed of entering upon. Were 
these considerations familiar to your minds, unquestion- 
ably you would exhibit lives more honourable to God, 
more ornamental to your profession, and conducive to the 
best interests of immortal man ; while you would, of con- 
sequence, be abundantly more acquainted with those sub- 
lime comforts of your holy religion, which are usually en- 
joyed by such as cultivate the power of godliness, and 
render uniform obedience to the requirements of the 
gospel. 

But after all these motives to ardent engagedness in the 
best of causes, motives which ought constantly to retain a 
commanding influence over your hearts, do you my friends, 
wish for more? If so, more I present you. Direct your eyes 
to Calvary, and survey that cross on which are suspend- 
ed your hopes of heaven. Whom see you there, loaded 
with ridicule and insults of rebels, oppressed with anguish 
and agony unutterably severe, and meekly sinking into 
the arms of death ? Ah I Christians, it is your Lord. To 
these sufferings he voluntarily submitted, that he might 
procure pardon, peace, and salvation for guilty men, who 
were obnoxious to the tremendous curses of a broken law, 
and exposed to all the interminable horrors of endless 
death. Through Yns irontotww 11 
truth have met together, rifc\iU»\*sws» ^ ^*\^ 
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•embraced each other the gate of heaven is unbarred, 
and the tree of immortal life extends its fruit to a desti- 
tute famishing world. Ye humble votaries of the cross 
of Christ ; ye followers of the man of sorrows, when you 
contemplate this melting scene, do not your hearts yield 
to a heavenly influence, and burn with a sacred flame ? 
And do you not resolutely determine, that by divine aid, 
you will shake off inactivity, and be co-workers with God, 
in accomplishing his purposes of low and grace ? Come, 
then, and consecrate yourselves anew to the service of 
your beloved ; ai d htnceforth let every day bear to hea- 
ven a favourable report of your efforts to extend the con- 
quests of Emanuel, and promote the spiritual welfare of 
^beings destined to live for ever. Thus you will constrain 
sinners to recognize the excellence of Christianity, and 
prevent their taunting cry, " What do ye more than o- 
•thers ?" Thus you will manifest your cordial attachment 
to the Saviour, bring glory to your God, be blessings to 
the church and the world, and increase your imperishable 
felicity in the kingdom of heaven, where departed saints 
" rest from their labours, and their works do follow 
them." 

Christians, evince to the world that you are followers 
of Christ. Manifest, by your sublime and heavenly de- 
portment, that, not satisfied with terrestrial good, you 
•have fixed your hopes and affections on a brighter world, 
where neither sin -nor sorrow can ever intrude. Are you 
not expectants of gloiy ? Then be nobly indifferent to 
the charms of this perishable earth, and live as becomes 
those who have caught the spirit, and anticipated the joys 
of heaven. Bought with the blood of your Redeemer, let 
a view of his honour guide your conduct, and impart sa- 
•cred energy to all that you do. Call forth your latent 
powers to exertion for the promotion of his glorious cause.* 
and by a constant readiness to e\w^ gyAw^m^^^ 
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let your light shine with a divine splendour before others, 
alluring them to " go and do likewise." An extensive 
field for usefulness presents itself to your view, where ar- 
duous labour is imperiously required, and may be crown- 
ed with blessed success. This is the season for action; 
the time for ardent, and zealous, and persevering efforts. 
Your Redeemer condescendingly looks down to behold 
your conduct ; and having encompassed you with immea- 
surable mercies, iin<! manifested his glories to your admir- 
ing souls he now waits to receive your grateful returns. 
Comply with his gracious invitations ; obey his holy 
commands ; and while you testify the ardour of your love, 
by your fidelity and engagedness in -his service, " be 
clothed with humility," and repeat each one for himself! 
the penitent exclamation, " God be merciful to me a sin- 
ner." 

Christians, Ijow much may you do for the honour of 
your Lord* Arise, then, and shaking off the slumbers of 
the night, exert every faculty, and strain every nerve, for 
the enlargement of that kingdom, " which is not of this 
world." Look around you, and witnessing the spread of 
error and infidelity, the merciless ravages of sin and 
death, let your eyes affect your hearts, and induce you to 
enter earnestly upon every hopeful plan, for the suppres- 
sion of vice, the alleviation of misery, and the general 
promulgation of the gospel. Behold your fellow mortals, 
bound to an eternity of retribution, and endowed with 
souls which must await the unutterable destinies of the 
last day, and earnestly inquire in what way you can be 
instrumental in promoting their immortal good. When 
you see them walking the downward road to perdition, 
and tottering on the crumbling margin, beneath which roll 
the billows of devouring fire, O raise your warning voices 
as those that have felt the terrors of the Lord > and cannot 
forget that the vengeance o£ Ysk^yA* ^ 
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heads of the impenitent. Entreat and admonish them 
with all the eloquence of holy Zealand tender compassion, 
accompanying all your attempts with importunate suppli- 
cation to Him that heareth prayer, and can subdue the 
hearts of rebels. But be not selfish and contracted in your 
views. Extend your benevolence to the utmost bounds 
of the earthy wherever wanders an apostate being, and 
expand your bosoms to feel for a perishing world. Yonder 
are the forlorn heathen, immersed in abject ignorance, idol- 
atry and wretchedness, destitute of a single ray of light to 
illumine their benighted minds, and guide their wayward 
feet in the path of life. They feel the baleful effects of 
the first disobedience; they groan under the galling 
yoke of Satan ; but no life-giving sound of salvation sa- 
lutes their ears, no pardoning mercy from Calvary whis- 
pers peace. While they roam the solitary desert, spend- 
ing their days in listless indolence and degrading vice, 
they fix their characters for eternity and seal up their 
endless doom. Friends of Emanuel, feel for their souls. 
When you enjoy the delights of communion with God, 
and the smiles of your Redeemer, commiserate the hap- 
less millions who never raised to heaven the uplifted 
eye, nor listened to the cheering sound of a SaviourV 
name. When from Pisgah's eminence you descry the 
fynindless joys and imperishable glories of the upper 
wprld, and, ravished with the sublime perspective, you 
are ready to long for the coming of our Lord, O turn 
from the enrapturing vision to those, who never greeted 
from on high the message of God's pacification, nor be- 
hejd the flower$ of Paradise/blossom on the grave. 

Their souls are infinitely precious. - Realize, if you 
can* their celestial origin, theinjexaltejl capacities, their 
^tyi&g existence, and your bosoms will heav^with emo- 
tions* jtoq yas,t f for expression. Surely /yau: ^U^iLfottt 
.Afoyhft ; #fv bejng , aoeessary to Oasai «w^t&*« 
2 D 
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Consider, then, the importance of prayer, and of pec* 
fiiary aid, for the promulgation of the gospel and the dif- 
fusion of ha everlasting blessings among the perishing 
heathen. Open the hand of liberality, and scatter its 
charities far and wide. Contribute, according to your 
ability, as under the inspection of Jehovah, and with re- 
ference to that day, which shall more clearly disclose the 
value of such offerings ; when the world, with all its glit- 
tering wealth, will be enveloped in flaming ruins, and 
you and the heathen must give up your last account and 
receive your final allotments. While you press the Bible 
to your bosoms, and the meridian lustre of the Sun of 
[Righteousness shines upon your path, you will ardently 
long that its light may arise upon those who are sitting 
in the darkness and shadow of death. For the attain- 
ment of this benevolent object, lend your countenance 
and assistance to those measures which are calculated to 
bring it into effect. Nor rest here, but devise and exe- 
cute new plans for the spread of the gospel, which bring* 
eth salvation. 

The numerous Bible societies which have recently been 
ushered into existence, have excited the liveliest gratitude 
of wondering thousands, and smile propitiously on the 
interests of the Redeemer and the immortal souls of men. 
Let those who have engaged in these labours of love be 
stimulated to abound yet more and more, exulting in the 
thought that their labours shall not be in vain in the 
Lord. 

Christians, you love to pray ; and God does wonders 
in answer to prayer. If you wish the 'Spiritual welfare of 
your own souls, if you long to hail the glorious splendour 
of the millennial day, and the salvation of a dying world, 
be exhorted to frequent fervent and importunate prayer. 
Sacredly cherish a spirit d£ &w«riw*v wA^t^w*. fc* 
mtiiarity with heaven.- Iteawai^^^ 
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ment, that in your humble retirements you may render 
your most important services to the kingdom of the Mes- 
siah, secluded from the observation of mortals, and known 
only to Him who seeth in secret. 

To female disciples of Christ, permit me to say, here 
is employment to which your souls are attuned, and in 
which you may be instrumental in producing great and 
lasting good. In your closets and circles for devotion, 
you may be the means of qualifying and commissioning* 
faithful ambassadors of Christ, to carry the tidings of 
great joy wherever the curse of si a extends; and you 
may, in the same manner, secure the listening attention, 
of multitudes to the heavenly message. The Gentiles 
will join in that divine song, " How beautiful upon the 
mountains are the feet of him that pubiisheth peace, that 
bringeth good tidings of good,, that saith unto Zion* Thy 
God reigneth." You may clothe the prowling inhabitant 
of the wilderness with the robes of righteousness, and 
make the desart vocal with Emanuel's praise. You may 
bid the benighted pagans forget their miseries, and unite 
with you in drawing living waters from the wells of SaU 
vation, and in exploring a country beyond the boundaries 
of mortality. 

Say not that you move in a sphere so circumscribed as 
to exclude your usefulness. " Verily you have much 
to do/' Your assistance is urgently, required and neeck 
ed, in erecting the house of the Lord, and adorning it 
with the beauties of holiness and praise. Without, pass- 
ing beyond your proper bounds you may render essential 
service to the cause of Christ, as the faithful " legate of 
the skies," who proclaims the glorious truths of the gospel 
to listening thousands. You love your Lord ; yon love? 
the souls for whom he died ; and you prefer Jenisa!<wx\ 
hove your chief joy. FrequenX, vYifcw, ^wxt ^swax*** 20 ^- 
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breathe to Heaven your fervent supplications for the 
~ coming of that blessed day, when the Rose of Sharon 
shall bloom in the desert, and every solitary corner of the 
earth shall reverberate the songs of Zion. In these favoured 
seasons of intercourse with God, you will affectionately bear 
on your hearts the ministers at the altar, and the missiona- 
ries of the cross ; for surely they need your prayers. FaH 
not to pray ardently, that they may liave divine support 
under all their peculiar labours and trials ; that they maybe 
enabled to preach the truth, in a discriminating, solemn, 
and faithful manner ; that they may be led by the Holy 
Spirit to select those subjects which shall be most appro- 
priate and useful to their hearers ; and that their minis- 
trations may be abundantly blessed to the edification and 
consolation of true believers, and the awakening and con- 
version of formal hypocrites and stupid sinners. Re- 
alizing that " The harvest truly is great* but the labour- 
ers few," you will entreat of your Lord to multiply the 
heralds of salvation, that great may be the company of 
those that publish his word, and that the gospel may be 
preached to every creature. Be exhorted to let no op- 
portunity of usefulness escape unimproved. Devote not 
your inestimably precious hours to visits of ceremony, 
where trifling conversation so lamentably prevails, but 
redeem them to spend in the too much neglected cottages 
of the poor, in the chambers of sickness and affliction, 
and in encircling the female social altar of devotion. 
Those of you, who are possessed of a moderate share of 
learning, and have time at your disposal, may be eminent- 
ly useful in the benevolent task of instructing ignorant 
and indigent children. The rising generation ought te 
be near your hearts ; and such, especially, as have few 
or no advantages for mental culture and the acquirement 
of religions knowledge, urgenftv dtim. «uskxs& of 
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yotir compassion, ft is believed, that Sabbath schools, 
well eondfccted, may be largely conducive to the interests 
erf" morality antl piety ; and that so many have been form- 
ed is matter of gratitude to Him, who works in his peo* 
pie- both to will and to do. Those of you who are en- 
gaged in these delightful acts of chawty,. may reflect, for 
your encouragement, that if you entered Upon your em- 
ployment with right feelings, and are faithful to the souls 
entrusted to your care, though- you may not witness the- 
happy fruits of ydur labours, " your prayers, and your 
tears, yet at the bar of God many may rise up and call' 
you blessed, regarding you as the instruments of their e* 
ternal salvation. But it is not my design to enumerate 
the various ways in which you, may effectually subserve- 
the interests of your Lord. If yoijr hearts are warm- with 
grateful affection to- the Redeemer, you will readily ob- 
serve and diligentfy improve the opportunities of glorifying: 
him, which continually occur. Let me affectionately urge- 
you to live for God, — to Uve for eternity ! 

My Christian friends* patronize, as far as possible, 
every plan and institution, calculated for the benefit of 
society, and the glory of your Maker. Direct all your 
energies to the cause of Heaven. Be wihHng. to labour 
and suffer in the vineyard of the Lord* not counting even 
your lives dear to ^Oli, so that you ma^ accomplish your 
assigned work,.and<" finish your course with joy." Mark 
the signs of the times. Consider how eventful is the 
day in which you live ; aricPSSy, can he deserve the ap- 
pellation of Christian, who now indulges in slothful in- 
activity and indifference I May the Lord refresh his. . 
children with abundant effusions of grace from above, ancfc* 
hasten that divinely glorious day, when Zion shall shine* 
n renovated and transcendent beauty ; vitaw \*Kv*- 
gion of the cross shall pervade cevry \axv&, 
2 D 3 
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apostate earth in all the immortal charms of holiness, 
peace, and sublime felicity. Let every pious heart breathe 
to Heaven the ardent aspiration, O thou Desire of na* 
tions, 

" Come $ and added to thy many crowns, 
Beceive yet one, the crown of all the earth* 
Thou who alone act worthy." 



MISSIONARY HYMN. 

1 f\ THAT to rapture's boundless strains,* 
The subject world would rait e 
One sacred snout of *• Jesus reigns !" 
And fill her shores with praise. 

9 Hark ! the reverberating song 
Already strikes the ear* 
And the vast echoes* sweet and strong* 
Shall soon- surround the sphere*. 

3. From torrid climes toother pole,. 
Through each resounding sky, 
The thunders of His praise shall roll* 
And His dominion fly* 



REFLECTIONS 

OK THE 

jTatfcinatmg anti Deceitful pleasure* 

OF THE 

WORLD. 



A S you have entered, my dear friends, upon an existence 
that must run parallel witfi eternity, and are blessed 
with powers and faculties capable of everlasting improve* 
mentin glory and excellence, it must fill every benevolent 
heart with pain to behold you living without hope ancT 
without God ia the world ; to behold you indifferent to 
your own best interests, and pursuing a course of conduct, 
which, unless timely repentance intervene, must inevita- 
bly sink your souls in endless woe. Standing as you do 
upon the margin of the invisible world, it is astonishing 
beyond expression, that you should bound your views by 
the short term of mortal life, and as though earth were 
your final residence, your everlasting home. Your at* 
tachment to things seen and temporal, while you neglect 
those which are unseen and eternal, is a convincing, though 
lamentable proof, that " the heart is deceitful above all 
things and desperately wicked/' You are by nature 
children of wrath, enemies to the great and glorious Je- 
hovah, and obnoxious to the penalty of that holy law, 
which thunders in the ears of transgressors, " The soul 
that sinneth it shall die." But from the cross, pardon, 
peace, and salvation smile, on a dying world, and invite 
the acceptance of all, " without money and without 
The gate of Heaven, barred by tV\c \a^*t o£ vcvac^\s» xvojm 
opened by the hand of the Saviour, fox «taai»»« 
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all, who will cordially submit to the terms of the Gospel".. 
The garden of the Lord, blooming in eternal spring, and 
filled with delights unknown in our earthly Eden, is now 
opened for the reception of perishing sours just on the 
verge of death and hell. Can you neglect this great sal* 
ration ? Can you coldly turn from the cross, and' slight- 
ing all the joys of heaven, press your way to the regions 
of woe. O my friends, I beseech you act not so mad a 
part. Awaken from your gvrHy slumbers before you Kfl 
up your eyes in the torments of the bottomless abyss. 
You stand on a tremendous precipice, down which jroo- 
are liable to be precipitated info the gulf beneath. Should 
you " die in your sin f should you perisfr, ajflieY all the* 
invitations and warnings which you have received m th& 
world, how awful must be your dodm ! : how aggravated 
your condemnation ! God declares, that all the finaffy 
in i penitent shaH have their portion in the " lake whiehr 
burnetii with fire and brimstone/* where there is (c weep* 
ing, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth." Fn that dark 
and bottomless pit, the sunshine of hope never disperses, 
the rayless gloom ; the fife*giving sound of a Saviour's 
voice is never heard but all is interminable and cease- 
less misery, remorse, and despair. Will you make this 
your dreary abode ? Why, O why will you cfie ? Why 
Will you murder your ever-living souls for the worthless,, 
short lived pleasures of this delusive world ? Why wilk 
you continue to tread the broad and beaten road, when, 
another step may phinge you m everlasting ruin ? Will 
you not take alarm, and hide yourselves from the gather- 
ing tempest, in the pavilion of God ? Delay not. u Your 
life is a vapour that appeareth but for a little time, and. 
then vanisheth away." Your moments are inconceivably 
precious ; and while you are Wre «ad ^ere about 
the veriest trifles, they speeOi t\,ew ^^Vt^^\»T^awsfc. 
Boast not of to-mem* i fw < ^-vMnw^ : >l^i^ 
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the hand of death may blast your expectations, frustrate 
your schemes, and send your trembling spirit to its 
Maker. You are ever on the brink of the grave, on the 
threshhold of eternity. Death waits his commission to 
sever the brittle thread of life, and seal your retributive 
state unalterably. 

" It is a serious thing to die." The moment' which 
dissolves the union between the soul and the body, is 
big with everlasting realities, which the language of mor- 
tals cannot explain, nor the heart of man fully con- ' 
ceive. Then the fascinating charms of the world, and 
the deceitful pleasures of sin, which now engross your 
supreme attention, and for which you hazard the weU 
fare of your immortal souls, will all vanish like a 
dream, leaving you to the pangs of unutterable dis- 
appointment. Were you possessed of all the honours, 
riches, and joys, which grow on earthly soil, they could 
not extract the sting of death, nor ward off his fatal shafts. 
Say, my dear friends, how can you meet that eventful 
period? how salute the universal conqueror? Shall you 
not want a religion which can pour heavenly light upon 
the dark and gloomy vale, and point you to mansions of 
bliss on high ? Shall you not need a Saviour, whose pre- 
sence can allay the swellings of Jordan, and whose hand 
can bear your departing spirit to the celestial Canaan be- 
yond ? 

Let me entreat you, then, to make a good use of pre* 
sent opportunities, by laying up a treasure in heaven. 
Rest not till you are the subjects of that change of heart 
which is indispensibly necessary to a preparation for 
heavenly bliss. Repent of your numerous and aggravated 
sins, and seek vigorously and unremittingly for an in- 
terest in the atonement of Christ. Seek after true holi- 
ness, without which you can never see Go&» xvw x^C\^cv 
the employment of redeemed spirits. "Wvftx&rew 1«« 
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affections from this dying world, and fasten them on 
things above. Thus you will be fitted for the inheritance 
of the saints insight, and your eyes will be strengthened 
for the unclouded vision of God. Thus will you possess 
peace and tranquillity amidst all the vicissitudes of life ; 
and if the clouds of adversity shall cover your horizon, 
resignation shall nevertheless smile in your countenance, 
and your hearts shall swell with gratitude and joy. When 
you reach the end of your wanderings in the wilderness, 
and the vital lamp glimmers in the shades of death, you 
may confidently repose on the merey of your Saviour,, 
and triumphantly look forward to the place, where Chris- 
tian pilgrims shall mingle their voices in concert and sing 
the praises of their great Conductor. To that upper re- 
gion your departing spirit shall ascend,, and, blessed with 
immortal youth and vigour, shall, assimilate to the un- 
created Fountain of light, making continual progression 
in felicity and excellence. 

Can you, my dear friends, resist the united force of 
all these considerations? Be assured they are not the 
offspring of a wild imagination, but solemn truths upon 
which the signet of heaven is engraved, and therefore 
worthy your deep and constant attention. O may they 
sink deep in your hearts, and have an abiding impression, 
and a salutary influence, upon your actions. May the 
Eternal Spirit seal instruction to your minds, lead you in 
the path of wisdom, and by his divine teachings and il- 
luminations, prepare yon for that rest " which remained 
for the people of God." 

1?HE END.. 
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